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HOMER is univerſally allowed to have had the 
greateſt Invention of any writer Whatever. The 
praiſe of judgment Virgil has juſtly conteſted with him, 
and others may have their pretenſions as to particular 
excellencies; but his Invention remains yet unrivaled. 
Nor is it a wonder if the has ever been acknowledged 
the greateſt of poets, who moſt excelled in. that which 
is the very foundation of poetry. It is the Invention 
that in different degrees diſtinguiſhes all great Geniuſes: 
the utmoſt ſtretch of human ſtudy, learning, and induſtry, 
which maſters every thing beſides, can never - attain: to 
this. It furniſhes Art with all her materials, and with- 
out it, Judgment itſelf can at beſt but ſteal wiſely: for 
Art is only like a prudent Reward that lives on mana- 
ging the riches of Nature. Whatever praiſes may be 
given to works of judgment, there is not even a ſingle 
beauty in them to which the Invention muſt not contri- 
bute :, as in the moſt regular gardens, Art can only re- 
duce the beauties of Nature to more regularity, and ſuch 
a figure, which the common eye may better take in, and 
is therefore more entertagned with. And perhaps the 
reaſon why common critics are inclinel to prefer a ju- 
dicious and methodical genius to a great and fruitful 
one, is, becauſe they find it caker for themſelyes to pur- 
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ſue their obſervations through an uniform and bounded © 
walk of Art, than to — the vaſt and various | 
extent of Nature. | 
Our author's work is a wild parzdiſe, where if 'we 
cannot ſee all the beauties fo diſtinctly as in an ordered 
Garden, it is only becauſe the number of them is in- 
finitely greater. It is like a copious nurſery, which con- 
tains the ſeeds and firſt proquctions of every kind, out 


1 of which thoſe who followed him have but ſelected ſome 
particular plants, cach according to his fancy, to culti- 


vate and beautify. If ſome things are too luxuriant, it 
is owing to the richneſs of the ſoil; and if others are. 
not arrived to perfection or maturity, it is 2 r 
they are oyer- ui and oppreſt by thoſe of a 


nature. 


It is to the ſtrength of this amazing invention we are 
to attribute that unequalled fire and rapture, which is 
forcible in Homer, that no man of a true poetical 
{pirit is maſter of himſelf whyle he reads him. What 


he writes, is of the moſt animated nature imaginable; 4 


every thing moves, every thing lives, and is put in ac- 


tion. If a council be called, or a battle fought, you © 
are not coldly in formed of what was ſaid or done as 


from a third perſon ; the reader is hurried out of him- | 
ſelf by the force of the Peet's imagination, and turns 
in one place to a hearer, in another to a ſpectator. The 
courſe of his verſes reſembles War of the Hh he de- 
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e earth-before it.” It is however remarkable that his 
fancy, which is every where yigorous, is not diſcovered 
immediately at the beginning of his poem in its fulleſt 
ſplendor : it grows in the progreſs both upon himſelf 
and others, and becomes on fire, like a chariot- heel, 
by its own rapidity. Exact diſpoſition, juſt thought, 
correct elocution, poliſned numbers, may have been 
found in a thouſand; but this politicaſ fire, this vi- 
vida vis animi,“ in a very few. Even in works where 
all thoſe are imperfect or neglected, this can overpower 
criticuin, and make us admire even while we diſapprove. 
Nay, where this appears, though attended with abſur- 
dities, it brightens all the rubbiſh about it, till we ſer 
nothing but its owh ſplendor. This Fire is diſcern 
in Virgil, but difcerned as through a glaſs, reflected 
from Homer, more ſhining than fierce, but every where 
equal and conftant : in Lucan and Statius, it burſts out 
in ſudden, ſhort, and interrupted flaſhes: in Milton it 


glows-like a furnace kept up to an uncommon ardor hy 5 


the force of art: in Shakeſpeare$it ſtrikes before we gre 
aware, like an accidental fire from heaven: but in Ho- 
mer, and in him only, it-burns every won . and 
every where irreſiſtiblx. 

I ſhall here endeavour to ſhew, how this vaſt Inven- 


tion exerts itſelf in a manner ſuperior 40 that of any 
| poet, through all the main conſtituent parts of his work, 
as it is: the great and peculiar hama which diſ- 


ies him from all ether authors. 


This ſtrong and ruling faculty was like a powerful 
ny which, inthe violence of its courſe, drew all things 
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within its yortex. It ſeemed not enough to have taken 
in the whole circle of arts, and the whole compaſs of 
nature, to ſupply his maxims and refle&ions ; all the in- 
ward paſhons and affections of mankind, to furniſh his 
characters; and all the outward forms and images of 
things for his deſcriptions ; but wanting yet an ampler 
ſphere to expatiate in, he opened a new and boundleſs 
walk for his imagination, and created a world for him- 
ſelf in the invention. of Fable. That which Ariſtotle 
calls the “Soul of poetry, was firſt breathed into it by 
Homer. I ſhall begin with conſidering him in this part, 
as it is naturally the firſt, and I ſpeak of it both as it 
means the deſign of a poem, and as it is taken for 
fiction. 


f 


recital of ſuch actions as though they did not happen, 
yet might, in the common courſe of nature: or of ſuch 
as, though they did, become fables by: the additional 
epiſodes and manner of telling them. Of this ſort-is 
the main ſtory of an Epic poem, the Return of Ulyſſes, 
the ſettlement of the Trojans in Italy, or the like. 


Mort and ſingle ſubject that ever was choſen, by any 


_ - | ; 31s 


Fable may be divided into the Probable, the Allego- 
rical, and the Marvellous. The Probable Fable is the 


That of the Iliad is the Anger of Achilles, the moſt | 


Poet. Vet this he has ſupplied with a vaſter variety of 
incidents and events, and crouded with a greater num- 
ber of councils, ſpeeches, battles, and epiſodes of all 
kinds, than are to be found-even in thoſe poems whoſe | 
ſchemes are of the utmoſt latitude and irregularity. The | 
aftion i is hurried on with the moſt vehement ſpirit, and ; 
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its whels daration cmploys not ſo much as fifty days. 
Virgil, for want of ſo warm a genius, aided himſelf 

by taking in a more extenſive ſubjec̃t, as well as a greater 

length of time, and contracting the deſign of Both» Ho- 


mer s poems into one, which is yet but a fourth part 


as large as his. The other Epic Poets have uſed the 


A fame practice, but generally carried it ſo far as to ſu- 


erinduce a multiphcity of fables, . deſtroy the unity ef 
action, and loſe their readers in an unreaſonable length 
of time. Nor is it only in the main deſign that they 
have been unable to add to his inventiyn, but they have 
followed him in every epiſode and part of ſtory. If he 
has given a regular Catalogue of an Army, they all 
draw up their forces in the ſame order, If he has fu- 
neral games for Patroclus, Virgil has the ſame for An- 
chiſes; and Statius (rather than omit them) deſtroys the 
unity of his action for thoſe of Archemoras. If Ulyſ- 
ſes viſits the ſhades, the Eneas of Virgil, and Scipio 
cf Silius, are ſent after him. If he be detained from 
his return by the allurements of Calypſo, ſo'is Eneas 
by Dido, and Rinaldo by. Armida. If Achilles be ab- 
ſent from the army on the ſcore of a quarrel through 
half the poem, Rinaldo mult abſent himſelf juſt as lang. 
on the like account. If he gives his hero a {uit of ce- 
leſtial armour, Virgil and Taſto make the (ame preſent 
to theirs. Virgil has not only obſerved. this. cloſe ĩmita- 
tion of Homer, bot, where he had not led the way, ſup- 
plied the want from other Greek authors. Thus the 
ſtory of Sinon and the taking of Troy was copied (ſays 
Macrobius) almoſt vrord for word from Piſander, «s the 
Ss. | loves 
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loves of Dido and neas are taken from thoſe of Me- 
dea and Jafon in Apollinus, and ſeveral others in the 
fame manner: 
To proceed to the Alegorical Fable: if we reflect 
upon choſe innumerable knowledges, thoſe ſecrets of 
nature and phyfital philoſophy, whith Homer is gene- 
rally ſuppoſed to have wrapped up in his Allegories, 
what a new and ample ſcene of wonder may this conſi- 
deration afford us! how fertile will that imagination 
appear, which was able to clothe all the properties of 
elements, the qualifications of the mind; the virtnes 
and viees, in forms and perſons; and to intfoduce them 
into actions agreeable to the nature of the things the} 
ſhadowed! This is a field in which no ſucceeding poets 
could diſpute witly Homer; and whatever commenda- 
ons have been allowed them on this head, are by no 
means for their invention in having enlarged his circle, 
but for their judgment in having contraſted it. For 
hen the mode of learning changed in following ages, 
and ſeience was delivered in a plainer manner; it then 
became as reaſonable in the more modern / pocte to lay 
it aſide, as it was in Homer to make uſt of it. And 
( it was no unhappy circumſtance for Virgil, that 
there was not in his time that demand upon him of fo 
great an invention, as might-be capable of furniſhing 


all thoſe allegorical party of a poem. 
The marvellous fable includes Whatever i is ſuperna- 


tural, and eſpecially the machines of the Gods. He 1 
5 ſeems the firſt who brought them into a ſyſtem of ma- 1 
chinery for poetry, and * a one as makes its greateſt 2 


P, 5 impor- 
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nn, 
importance and dignity. For we flnct theſe abthors 


who have been offended at the literar notivn of the 
Gods, conſtantly laying ther 'aecafation againſt Homer 
as the chief ſupport of it. But whatever cauſe there 
might be to blame his machines in a philoſoplical or re- 
ligious view, they are ſo perfect im the poetic, that 
mankind have been ever ſince contented to follow þ. 
them: none have been able to enlarge the ſpllere of 


poetry beyond the limits he has ſet: every attempt of 
this nature has proved unſucceſsful; and after all the 
various changes of times and alas: his —— con- 


*tinue to this- —— of poetry. 
We come. now to the characters of his perſons; and 


here we ſhall find no author has ever drawn ſo many, 
with ſo viſible+ and durprizing a variety, or given us; 
ſuch lively and affecting impreſſions of them. Every 
one has ſomething ſo ſingnlarly his own, that no pain- 
ter could have diſtinguiſhed them more by their ſea- 
tures, than the poet has by their manners. Nothing 
can be more exact than the diſtinctions he has obſerved 
in the different degrees af virtues and vices. The ſin- 


gle quality of courage is wonderfully diverſified in 


the Heveral characters of the Iliad; That of Achilles 


is furious and intractable; that of Diomede forward, 


yet liſtening to advice and ſubje& to command: that of 
Ajax is heavy, 'and ſelf-confiding 3 of Hector, active. 
agd vigilant : the courage of Agamemnon is inſpirited 
by love of empire and ambition; \that of Menelaus 
mixed with ſoftneſs and tenderneſs for his people: we 
find in Idomencus a plain direct ſoldier, in Sarpedon, 


Y gal- 
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à gallant and generous ong. Nor is this judicious and 
aſtoniſhing diverſity to be found only in the principal 
quality which conſtitutes the main of each character, 


but even in the under- parts of it, to which he takes 


care to give a tincture of that principal one. For ex- 
ample, the main characters of Ulyſſes and Neſtor con- 
ſiſt in wiſdom; and they are diſtinct in this, that the 
wiſdom of one is artificial and various, of the other 
natural, open, and regular. But they have, beſides, 
characters of courage; and this quality alſo takes 3 
different turn in each from the difference of his pru- 
dence : for one in the war depends ſtill upon caution, 
the other upon experience. It would be endleſs to pro- 
duce inſtances of theſe kinds. The characters of Vir- 
gil are far from ſtriking us in this open manner; they 
lie in a great degree hidden and undiſtinguiſhed, and 
vrhere they are marked moſt evidently, affect us not in 
proportion to thoſe of Homer. His characters of va- 
lour are much alike; even that of Turnus ſeems no 
way peculiar but as it is in a ſuperior degree; and we 
ſee nothing that differences the courage of Meneſtheus 
from that of Sergeſthus, Cloanthus, or the reſt. In 
like manner it may be remarked of Statius's heroes, 
that an air of impetuoſity runs through them all; the 
ſame horrid and ſavage conrage appears in his Capa- 
neus, Tydeus, Hippomedon, &c. They have a pari- 
ty of character, which makes them ſeem brothers of 
one family. I believe when the reader is led into this 
track of reflection, if he will purſue it through the Epic 
and Tragic writers, he will be convinced how infinitely 


ſuperior 
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ſuperior in this point the invention of Homer was to 


that of all others. 


The ſpeeches are to be corifidured) as they flow from 
the characters, being perfect or defective as they agree 
or diſagree with the manners of thoſe who utter them. 
As there is more variety of characters in the Ihad, fo 
there is of ſpeeches, than in any other poem. Every 
thing in it has manners (as Ariſtotle expreſſes it) that 
is, every thing is acted or ſpoken.. It is hardly credible 
in a work of ſuch length, how ſmall a number of lines 
are employed in narration. In Virgil the dramatic part 
is leſs in proportion to the narrative; and the ſpeeches 


often conſiſt of general reflections or thoughts, which 


might be equally juſt in any perſon's mouth upon the 
ſame occaſion. As many of his perſons. have no ap- 
parent characters, ſo many of his ſpeeches eſcape being 
applied and judged by the rule of propriety. We oft- 
ner think of the author himſelf when we read Virgil, 
than when we are engaged in Homer : all which are 
the effects of a colder invention, that intereſts us leſs in 
the action deſcribed: Homer makes us hearers, and 
Virgil leaves us readers. | | 
If in the next place we take a view of the ſentiments, 
the ſame prefiding faculty is eminent in the ſublimity 


and ſpirit of his thoughts. Longinus has given his 


opinion, that it was in this part Homer principally ex- 
celled. What were alone ſufficient to prove the gran- 
deur and excellence of his ſentiments in general, 18, 
that they have ſo remarkable a parity with thoſe of the 
ſcripture ; Duport, in his Gnomilogia Homerica, has 

collected 


% 
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ebllectecꝭ ĩnnumerable inſtances of this fort. And it is 
with juſtice an excellent modern writer allows, that if 


Virgil has not ſo many thoughts that are low and vul- 


gar, he bus not ſo many that are ſublime and noble; 


and that the Roman author ſeldom riſes into very aſto- 


niſhing ſentiments, where he is not fired by the Lind. 


I we obſerve his deſcriptions, images, and fimiles; 


zr ſhall find the invention ſtill predominant. To 


what elſe can we aſcribe that vaſt comprehenfion of 
images of every ſort, where -we ſee each circumſtance 
of art, and individual of nature ſummoned together, 
by the extent and fecundity of his imagination; ; to 
which all things; in their. various views, preſented 


themſelves in an inſtant, and had their impreſſions 
taken off to perfection, at a heat? Nay, he not only 


gives vs the full p̃roſpects of things, but ſeveral une x- 
petted peculiarities and fide-views, unobſerved by any 


painter but Homer. Nothing is ſa ſurprizing as the 


deſcriptions of his battles, which take up no leſs than 
half the Iliad, and are ſupplied with fo vaſt a variety 


Anne, that 10 one beats a: ſikenefs.to-another ; 


ſuch different kinds of deaths, that no two heroes are 


woundet'in the fame manner; ant ſuch a profuſion of 


noble ideas, that every battle riſes above the laſt in 
greatneſs, horror, and confuſion. It is certain there 
ic not near that number of images and deſcriptions in 


any Epie Poet; though every one has aſſiſted himſelf 
Vith a great quantity out of him: and it is evident o 

Virgib eſpecially, that he has ſcarce any * 
= rr tg notdrawn-from- his maſter, 
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If we deſcend from hence to the expreſſion, we ſee 
the bright imagination of Homer ſhining out im the 


moſt enlivened forms of it. We acknowledge him the 


father of poetical diction, rhe firſt who taught that lan- 
gnage of the Gods to men. His expreſſion. is like the 
colouring of ſome great maſters, which diſcovers itſelf 


to be laid on boldly, and executed with rapidity. It is 
_ indeed the ſtrongeſt and moſt glowing imaginable, and 


touched with the greateſt ſpirit. Anftotle- had reaſon 
to ſay, He was the only: poet who had found out living 
words ; there are in him more daring figures and me- 
taphors than in any good author whatever An arrow 
1s impatient to be on the wing, and a weapon thirſts to 


f drink the blood of an enemy, and che like. Vet his 


expreſſion is never too big for the ſenſe, hutj uſtly great 
in proportion to it. It is the ſentiment that ſwells and 
fills out the diction, whicty riſes with it, and forms ir- 
ſelf about it: for in the ſame degree that a thought is 
warmer, an expreſſion will be brighter; as that is more 
ſtrong, this will become more perſpicuous : like glafs 


in the furnace, which grows to a greater magnitnde 
and refines tb a greater clearneſs, only as the breath 


within is more powerful, and the heat more mtenfe. 


To throw his language more out of profe, Homer 
ſeems to have affected the compound epithets, This 


was a ſort of compoſition peculiarly proper to poetry, 
not only as it heightened the dition, but as it aſſiſted 


and filled the numbers with greater ſound and pemp, 
and likewiſe conducid in ſome meaſure to thicken the 


images. 
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images. On this laſt conſideration I cannot but attri- 
bute theſe alſo to the fruitfulneſs of his invention, ſince 
(as he has managed them). they are a ſort of ſupernu- 
merary pictures of the perfons or things to which they 
are joined. We fee the motion of. Hector's plumes in 
the epithet xo, the landſcape of mount Neri- 
tus in that of +«v0oi@152.S-, and fo of others; which 
particular images could hot have been inſiſted upon ſo 
long as to expreſs: them in a deſcription (though but of 
a ſingle line) without diverting tlie reader too much 
from the principal action or figure. As a metaphor is 
a ſhort ſimile, one of theſe epithets is a ſhort deſcrip- 
tion. 
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Laſtly, if we conſider his e we mall dy i | 


ſenſible what a ſhare of praife is due to his invention in 
that. He was not ſatisfied with his language as he 
found it ſettled in any one part of Greece, but ſearched 
through its differing dialects with this particular view, 
to beautify and perfect his numbers: he confdered 
theſe as they had a greater mixture of vowels or conſo- 
nants, and accordingly employed them as the verſe re- 
quired either a greatex ſmoothneſs or ftrength. What 
he moſt affected was the Tonic, which has a peculiar 
ſweetneſs from its never uſing contractions, and from 
its cuſtom of reſolving the diphthongs into twp ſylla- 
bles; ſo as to make the words open themſelves with a 
more ſpreading and ſonorous fluency. With this he 
mingled the Attic contractions, the broader Doric, 
and the feebler ZEolic, which often rejects its aſpirate, 


or takes off its accent; and compleated, this variety by 
altcring 
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his meaſures, inſtead of being fetters to his ſenſe, were 


* always in readineſs to run along with the warmth of 
ey his rapture, and even to give a farther repreſentation of 
in h notions, in the correſpondence of their ſounds to 
1. 2 what they ſignified. Out of all theſe he has derived 
oh that harmony, which makes us confeſs he had not only 
4 the richeſt head, but the fineſt ear in the world, This 
1 ik is ſo great a truth, that whoever will but conſult the 
yt tune of his verſes, even without underſtanding them 
8 (with the ſame ſort of diligence as we daily fee practiſed 
* in the caſe of Italian Operas) will find more ſweetneſs, 
” variety, and majeſty of wund. than in any other lan- 
be : FS guage or poctry. The beauty of his numbers is allow- 
ed by the criticks to be copied but faintly by Virgil 
- X himſelf, though they are ſo juſt to aſcribe it to the na- 
n ture of the Latin tongue: indeed the Greek has ſome 
"iS advantages both from the natural ſound of its words, 
4 and the turn and cadence of its verſe, which agree with. 
# the genius of no other language. Virgil was very ſen» + 


e- : . 
up a more intractable language to whatſoever graces it 
= was capable of; and in particular never failed to bring 


— the ſound of his line to a beautiful agreement with its 
2 Tenſe, If the Grecian poet has not been ſo frequently 

celebrated on this acgount as the Roman, the only rea- 
a ſon is, that fewer criticks have underſtood one lan- 
© guage than the other. Dionyſius of Halicarnafſug 
„ has pointed out many of? our author's beauties in this 


kind, in his treatiſe of the Compolition of Words. It 
ſuffices 


altering ſome letters with the ficence of poetry. Thus 


ſible of this, and uſed the utmoſt diligence in working 
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ſulſices at preſent to obſerve of his numbers, that they 
flow with ſo much eaſe, as to make one imagine Ho- 
met had no other care than to tranſcribe as faſt as the 
Muſes distated: and at the ſame time with ſo much 
force and inſpiriting vigour / that they awaken and raiſe 
us like the ſound of a trumpet. They roll along as a 
plentiful river, always in motion, and always full; 
while we are born away by a tide of 3 moſt ra- 
pid, and yet the moſt ſmooth imaginable. 

Thus, on whatever: ſide we contemplate "RL 3 what 
principally ſtrikes us is his Invention. It is that which 
forms the character of each part of his work; ãud ac- 
cordingly we find it to have made his fable more exten · 


ive and copious than any other, his manners more 
lively and ſtrongly marked, his ſpeeches more affecting 


And tranſported, his ſentiments more warm and ſub- 


Ame, his ĩmages and deſemptions more full and animat- 


ed, his expreſſion - more raĩſed and daring, and his 
numbers more rapid and various. I hope, in what has 
been Taid of Virgil, with regard to any of theſe heads, 
I have no way derogated from his character. Nothing 
3s more abſurtl or endlefs, than the common method of 
comparing eminent writers by an oppoſition of particu- 


lar paſſages in them, and forming à judgment from 


thence of their merit upon the whole. We ought to 
have a certain knowletlge of the principal character and 
Uftinguiſhing excellence of each: it is in that we are to 
conſider him, and in proportion to · his degree in that 
we are to admire "Ws No r or man eye excel- 
wm 
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4 led all the world in more than one faculty; and as Ho- 


Not that we are to think Homer wanted Judgment, 
pbecauſe Virgil had it in a more eminent degree; or that 
7 Virgil wanted Invention, becauſe Homer poſſeſt a larger 
mare of it: each of theſe great authors had more of 
= both than perhaps any man beſides, and are only faid 
to have leſs in compariſon with one another. Homer was 
3 | the greater genius, Virgil the better artiſt. In one we 
X moſt admire the man, in the other the work: Ho- 
3 mer hurries and tranſports us with a commanding im- 
ZE petuoſity, Virgil leads us with an attractive majeſty: 
A» Homer ſcatters with a generous profuſion, Virgil beſtows 
with a careful magnificence: Homer, like the Nile, 
= pours out his riches with a boundleſs overflow; Virgil 
like a river in its banks, with a gentle and conſtant 
N $ ſtream. When we behold their battles, methinks the 
two poets reſemble the heroes they celgbrate : Homer, 
boundleſs and irreſiſtible as Achilles, bears all before 
1 him, and ſhines more and mord as the tumult increaſes; 
Virgil, calmly daring like. ZEyeas, appears undiſturbed 
in the midſt of the action; diſpoſes all about him, and 
cchquers with tranquillity, And when we look upon 
their machines, Homer ſeems like his own Jupiter in 
is terrors, ſhaking Olympus, ſcattering the lightnings, 
and firing the heavens; Virgil, like the fame power 
22 his benevolence, counſelling with the gods, laying 
ans for empires, and regularly ordering his whole 
ereauon. | 


9 
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mer has done this in Invention, Virgil has in Judgment. 


But 


. 
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But after all, it is with gftat parts, as with 7 
virtues, they naturally border oa ſome im 4 ; 
and it is often hard to diſtinguiſh exactly where the vir- 7 
tue ends, or the fault begins. As prudence may ſome- 
times fink to ſuſpicion, ſo may a great judgment decline 3 
to coldneſs; and as magnanimity may run up to pro- 
fuſion or extravagance, ſo may a great invention to fe- 
dundancy or wildneſs. If we look upon Homer in thus : 
view, we ſhall perceive the chief Objections againit him g 
- to. proceed from ſo noble a cauſe as the exceſs of this W 
faculty. _ 8 . 
_ Among theſe we may reckon ſome of his Marvellous 
Fictions, upon which ſo much criticiſm has been ſpent, 
as ſurpaſſing all the bounds of probability. Perhaps it 
may be with great and ſuperior ſouls, as with gigantic I 
bodies, which, exerting themſelves with unuſual ſtrength, Þ 
exceed what is fe mir thought the due proportion 2 


of parts, to becpme miracles in the whole ; apd like the $ 
old heroes of that make, commit ſomething near ex- 
travagance, amidſt a ſeries of glories and inimitable per- 
formances. Thus Homer has his ſpeaking Horſes, and 
Virgil his Myrtles diſtilling Blood, Where the latter has 
not ſo much as contrived the eaſy intervention of a 
Deity to ſave the probability. 1 
It is owing to the ſame vaſt invention, that his ſimiles 
have been thought too exuberant and full of circum- 3 
ſtances, The force of this faculty is ſeen in nothing 
more, than in its inability to confine itſelf to that ſingle 
circumſtance upon which the compariſons grounded : 
it runs out into embelliſliments of addſtional images, 

| which 
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at z which. however are ſo managed as not to overppwer the 
main one. His ſimiles are like pictures, where the 
principal figure has not only its proportion given agree- 
able to the original, but is alſo ſet off with occaſional 
ornaments and proſpects. The ſame will account for 
his manner of heaping a number of compariſons together 
in one breath, when his fancy ſuggeſted to him at once 
ſo many various and = e images. The reader 
will eaſily extend this obſervation to more objections of 
the ſame kind. 

i If there are others which feem rather to charge him 
us 43 -with a defect or narrownels of genius, than an exceſs 
at, q it; thoſe ſeeming defects will be found upon exami- 
it. pation to proceed wholly from the nature of the times 
tic he lived in. Such are his groſſer repreſentations of the 


th, Gods, and the vicious and imperfect manners of his He- 
on roes, but I muſt here ſpeak a word of the latter, as it is a 


the point generally carried into extremes, both by the cen- 


* ſurers ànd detenders of Homer. It mult be à ſtrange 
ber- partiality to antiquity, to think with madam Pacier, 
nd g * that + thoſe times and manners are ſo much the more 
nas excellent, as they are more contrary to ours.” Who 
' a can be fo prejudiced in their favour as to magnify the 


felicity of thoſe ages, when a ſpirit of revenge and cruelty, 
les joined with the practice of rapine and robbery, reigned 
m- through the world; when no mercy was ſhewn but for 
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che ſake of lucre, when the greateſt princes were put to 
the ſword, and their wives and daughters made ſlayes 
and concubinas ? On the other ſide, I would not be ſo 
delicate as theſe modern criticks, who are ſhocked at 
the ſervile offices and mean employments in which we 
ſometimes ſee the heroes of Homer engaged. There is 
a pleaſure in taking a view of that fimplicity in oppoſi- 
tion to the luxury of ſucceeding ages, in beholding 
monarchs without their guards, -princes tending their 1 
flocks, and princeſſes drawing water from the ſprings. 3 
When we read Homer, we ought to reflect that we are 
reading the moſt ancient author in the heathen world; 
and thoſe who · conſider him in this light, will double 
their pleaſure in the peruſal of him. Let them think 
they are growing acquainted with nations and people 
that are now no more; that they are ſtepping almoſt ' 
three thouſand years back into the remoteſt antiquity, 
and entertaining themſelves with a clear and ſurpriſing 7 
| [ viſion of things no where elſe to be found, the only true 
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mirror of that ancient world. By this means alone their : 3 
greateſt obſtacles will vaniſh; and what uſually creates A 
uh their diſlike, will become a ſatisfaction. J i 
4 | This cottideration may farther ſerve to anſwer for 
1 the conſtant uſe of the ſame epithets to his Gods and 3 
i heroes, ſuch as the far-darting Phoebus, the blue-ey'd 4 

Pallas, the % ee Achilles, &c. which ſome have : 

i «cenſured as impertinent and teloully repeated. Thoſe 
0 of the Gods depended upon the powers and offices then 
1 believed to belong to them, and had contracted a weight 
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and veneration from the rites and ſolemn devotions in 
which they were uſed : they were a ſurt of attributes 
with which'it was a matter of religion to- ſalute them 
on all occaſions, and which it was an irreverence to 


IJ omit. As for the epithets of great men, Monſ, Boileau 


is of opinion, that they were in the nature of ſurnames, 
and repeated as ſuch ; for the Greeks, having no names 
derived from their fathers, were obliged to add ſome 


IX other diſtinction of each perſon ; either naming his pa- 


rents-expreily, or his place of birth, profeſſion, or the 


WJ like: as Alexander the fon of Philip, Herodotus of 
6 Halicarnaſſus, Diogenes the Cynic, &c. Homer there- 


ore complying with the cuſtom of his country, uſed 


ſuch diſtinctive additions as better agreed with poetry, 
4 And indeed we have ſomething parallel to theſe in mo- 
dern times, ſuch as the names of Harold Harefoot, 
Edmund Ironſide, Edward Long-ſti 


s, Edward the 
lack Prince, &c. If yet this be thought to account 


Y Wetter for the propzietry than for the repetition, . I ſhall 
add a farther conjecture. Heſiod, dividing the world 
into its different ages, has placed a fourth age n 
43 ie brazen and the iron one, of “ Heroes diſtin& from 
ther men: a divine race, who fought at Thebes and 


i . roy, are called Demi-Gods, and live by he care of 
„d upiter in the lands of the bleſſed.”'®, among 
ave he divine honours which were paid them, they might 
ofe Have this alſo in common with the Gods, not to be 
hen * Ca : men- 
and J od; lib, i, ver. 155, &c, 
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mentioned without the ſolemnity of an epithet, and ſuch | 
as might be acceptable to them byits mann their I 


families, actions, or qualities. 


What other cavils have been raiſed againſt Homer, 


are ſuch as hardly deferve-a a reply, but will yet be 
taken notice of as:they occur in the courſe of the work. 


Many have been oceaſioned by an injudicious endea- IF 


vour to exalt Virgil; which is much the ſame, as if , 


one ſhould think to raiſe the ſuperſtructure by undermi-, | 
ning the foundation: one would imagine by the whole 


courſe of their parallels, that theſe criticks never ſo 


much as heard of Homer's having written firſt; a con- 


ſideration which whoever compares theſe two poets, 7 


ought to have always in his eye. Some accuſe him for 
the ſame things which they overlook or -praiſe in the 
other; as when they prefer the fable and moral of the 
' ZEneis to thoſe of the Iliad, for the ſame reaſons which 
might ſet the Odyſſes above the ZEneis : as that the hero 
is a wiſer man; and the action of the one more bene- 


ficial to his gountry than that of the other: or elſe they 
blame him for not doing what he never deſigned ; as 


becauſe Achilles is not as good and perfect a prince as 
. LEneas, when the very moral of his poem required a 


contrary character: it is thus that Rapin judges in his 
compariſon of Homer and Virgil. Others ſele& thoſe 


particular paſſages of Homer, which are not fo laboured 
as ſome that Virgil drew out of them : this is the whole 


management of Scaliger in his Poetices. Others quar- 4 
rel with what they take for low and mean expreſſions, 4 


ſome- 
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ſometimes through a falſe delicacy and refinement, oft- 
ner from an ignorance of the graces of the original; 


21 


YI and then triumph in the aukwardneſs of their own tranſ- 
2X lations; this is the conduct of Perault in his Parallels. 


aſtly, there are others, who, pretending ti fairer pro- 
eeeding, diſtinguiſh between the perſonal merit of Ho- 


mer, and that of his work; but when they come to 
aſſign the cauſes of the great reputation of, the Iliad, 
they found it upon the ignorance of his times and the: 


I prejudice of thoſe that followed: and in purſuance of 


this principle,- they make thoſe accidents (ſuch as the 


2X contention of the cities, &c.) to be the cauſes of his 
fame, which were in reality the conſequences of his me- 


Writ. The ſame might as well be ſaid of Virgil, or any 
1 great author, whoſe general character will infallibly 
raiſe many caſual additions to their Feputation, This 
. is the method of Monſ. de la Motte; who yet confeſſes 
gupon the whole, that in whatever age Homer had lived, 

he muſt have been the greateſt poet of his nation, and 


; chat he may be ſaid; in this ſenſe to be the maſter even of 
thoſe. who ſurpaſſed him: 


AS 
28 7 In all theſe objections we ſee nothing that contigs 
d a bis title to the honour of the chief invention; and as 
his © 2 as this (which | 18 indeed the characteriſtic of poetry 
zoe | F iſelf) remains unequalled by his followers, he ſtill con- 
red tinues ſuperor to them. A cooler judgment may com- 
note bit fewer faults, and be more approved in the eyes of 
aar- | 4 ne fort of eriticks: but that warmth of fancy will carry 
ons, if che loudeſt and moſt univerſal applauſes, which holds 
2 * the heart of a reader under the ſtrongeſt enchantment. 


=_ C 3 


Homer 


ſome equivalent in our language for the graces of theſe 
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Homer not enly appears the inventor of poetry, but ex- 
cels all the inventors of other arts in this, that he has 


ſwallowed up the honour of thoſe who ſucceeded him. 


What he has done admitted no increaſe, it only left 
room fer eontradiftion or regulation. He ſhewed all 
the firetch of fancy at once; and if he has failed in 
ſome” of his flights, it was but becauſe he attempted. 
every thing. A work of this kind feems like a mighty 
tree which riſes from the moit vigorous ſced, is impro- 
ved with induſtry, flouriſhes, and produces the fineſt 
fruit; natuie and art conſpire to raiſe it; pleaſure and 
1 join to make it valuable: and they who find the 
juſteſt faults, have only ſaid, that a few branches (which 
run luxurie nt through a richneſs ęf nature) might be 
lopped into fam to give it a more regular appearance. 

Having now ſpoken of the beauties and defects of 
the original, it remains to treat ef the tranſlation, with 
the ſame view to the chief characteriſtic. As far as 
that is ſeen in the main parts of the poem, ſuch as the 
fable, manners, and ſentiments, no tranſlator can pre- 


: judice it but by wilful omiſſions or contraftions. As 
it alſo breaks out in every particular image, deſcription, 


and ſimile; whoever leſſens or too much ſoftens thoſe, 
takes off 7 this chief character. It is the firſt grand 
duty of an interpreter to give his author entire and un- 


maimed; and for the reſt, the dition and verſification 


only are his proper province; ſince theſe muſt be his 
own ; but the others he is to take as he finds them. 
It ihonld then be conſidered what methods may afford 


in 


Is : 
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the Greek. It is certain no literal tranſlation can he 
juſt to an excellent original in a ſuperior language: 
but it is a great miſtake to imagine (as many have done) 
that a raſh-paraphraſe ean make amends for this genera! 
defect; which is no leſs in danger to loſe the ſpirit of 
an ancient, by deviating into the modern manners oi” 
expreſſion, If there be ſometimes a darkneſs, there is 
often a light in antiquity, which nothing better pre- 
ſerves than a verſion almoſt literal. I know no liberties 
one ought. to take, but thoſe which are neceſſary for 
transfuſing the ſpirit of the original, and ſupporting 
the poetical ſtyle of the tranſlation : and Iwill venture 
to ſay, there have not been more men miſled in former 
times by a ſervile dull adherence to the latter, than have 
been deluded in ours by a chimerical inſolent hope of 
raiſing and improving their author. It is not to be doubt- 
_ ed. that the fire of the poem is what a trapflator ſhonld 
principally regard, as it is moſt likely to expire in his 
managing: however, it is his ſafeſt way to be content. 
; with preſerving this to his utmoſt in the whole, without 
endeayouring to be more than he finds his author is, in 
any particular place. It is a great ſecret in writing to 
know when to be plain, and when poetical and figura- 
tive; and it is what Homer will teach us, if we will but 
follow modeſtly in his footſteps. Where his dition is 
bold and lofty, let us raiſe ours as high as we can; but 
where his is plain and humble, we ought not to be de- 
terred from imitating him by the fear of incurring the 
cenfure of a mere Englith critick. Nothing that belongs 
to Homer ſeems to have been more commonly taiftaken 
| GS 0 + that 
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than the juſt vitch of his ſtyle: ſome of his tranſlators - 
having ſwelled into fuſtian in a proud confidence of the 


ſublime ; others ſunk into flatneſs in a cold and timo- 
rous notion of ſimplicity. Methinks I ſee theſe different 


followers of Homer, ſome ſweating and ſtraining after 


him by violent leaps and. bounds (the certain ſigns of 
alſe mettle); others ſlowly and ſervilely creeping in his 
in, while the poet himſelf is all the time proceeding 
ith arꝰ unaffected and equal majeſty before them. How- 
ever, of the two extremes, one could ſooner pardon frenzy 
than frigidity : no guthor is do be envied for ſuch com- 
mendations as he may gain by that character of ſtyle, 
which his friends muſt agree together to call ſimplicity, 
and the reſt of the world will call dullneſs. There is 
_ a graceful and dignified ſimplicity, as well as a bald 
and ſordid one, which differ as much from each other 
as the air of a plain man from that of a ſloven: it is 
one thing to be tricked up, and another not to be dreſſed 
at all. Simplicity 1 is the mean between oſtentation and 
ruſticity. 

This pure and noble ſimplicity i is no where in ſi 
perfection as in the Scripture and our author. One ay 
affirm, with all reſpe& to the inſpired writings, 
the divine ſpirit made uſe of no other words bu 
were intelligible and common to men at that time; 
in that part of the world; and as Homer is the author 
neareſt to thoſe, his ſtyle muſt of courſe bear a greater 
reſemblance to the ſacred books than that of any other 
writer. This conſideration (together with what has 
| been obſerved of the parity of ſome of his thoughts) 
may 


— 
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may methinks induce a tranſlator on the one hand to 
give into ſeveral of thoſe general phraſes and manners 
of expreſſion, which have attained a veneration even in 


our language from being uſed in the Old Teſtament ; . 


as on the other, to avoid thoſe which have been appro- 

priated to the Divinity, and in a. manner conligned. to 

myitery and religion. 

For a farther preſervation of this air - of Gmplicitysn 

| particular care ſhould be taken to expreſs with all plain- 

neſs thoſe moral ſentences and proverbial ſpeeches which 
are ſo numerous in this poet. They have ſomething 

venerable, and as I may ſay oracular, in that unadorned 


gravity and ſhortneſs with which they are delivered: a 


grace which would be utterly loſt by endeavouring to. 
give them what, we.call a more. ingenious (that is, a 
more modern) turn in the paraphrafe.. . 

Perhaps the-mixture of ſome Græciſms and.old words 
after the manner of Milton, if done without too much 
affectation, might not have an ill effect in a verſion of 
this particular work, which moſt of any other ſeems to 
require a venerable antique caſt. But certainly the uſe 
of modern terms of war and government, ſuch as pla- 
toon, campaign, junto, or the like (into which ſome 
of his tranſlators have fallen) cannot be allowable thoſe 
only excepted, without which it is impoſſible to treat 
the ſubjetts in any living language. : 

There are two peculiarities in Homer's diction which 
are a ſort of marks, or moles, by which every common 
eye diſtinguiſhes. him at firſt ſight; thoſe who are not 
his greateſt admirers look upon them as defects, and 

thoſe 
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thoſe who are, ſeem pleaſed with them as beauties. I 
ſpeak of his compound epithets, and of his repeti- 
trons. Many of the former cannot be done literally in- 
to Engliſh without deſtroying the purity of our lan- 
guage. I believe ſuch ſhould be retained as ſlide ea- 
fly of themſelves into an Engliſh compound, without 
violence to the ear or to the received rules of cempo- 
fiton'; as well as thoſe which have received a fanction 
from the authority of our beſt poets, and are become 
familiar through their uſe of them; fach as the clond- 
compelling Jove, &c. As for the reſt, whenever any 
ean be as fully and ſignificantly expreft in a ſingle 
word as in a compound one, the eourſg to be taken 
is obvious. 
Some that cannot be ſo turned” as to reſtive, thei 

full image by one or two words, may have juſtice 


done them by circumlocution ; as theepithet civ.oifv3Acg 
to a mountain, would appear little or ridiculous tranſ- 


kited literally leaf - ſhqking, but affords a majeſtic idea 


in the periphraſis : * The lofty mountain ſhakes his 
waving woods. Others that admit of differing figni- 


fications, may receive an adyantage by a judicious, 


variation according to the occaſions on hie h they are 


introduced. For example, the epithet of Apollo, 


IC, or © far-ſhooting,” is capable of two explicati- 
ons; one literal in refpe& to the darts and bow, the 
enſigns of that God; the other allegorical with regard 
fo the rays of the fon 3 therefore in ſuch places where 
Apollo is repreſented as a God in perſon, T would. uſe 
the former interpretation; and where the effects of the 


a 


G ſun+ 


r TRIAL TITS 


"FRE FF ACHE. 29 
fun are deſcribed, I would make choice of the latter. 
Upon the whole, it will be neceſſary to avoid that per- 
petual repetition of the ſame epithets which we find 
in Homer; and which, though it might be accommo- 
dated (as has been already ſnewn) to the ear of thoſe 
times, is by no means ſo to ours: but one may wait 
for opportunities of placing them, where they derive 
an additional beauty from the occafions on which they © 
are employed; and in doing this properly, a tranſla- 
tor may at once ſhew his fancy and his judgment. 

As for Homer's repetitions, we may divide them in- 
to three ſorts; of whole narrations and ſpeeches, of 
ſingle, ſentences, and of one verſe or hemiſtich. I 
hope it is not impoſſible to have ſuch a regard to theſe, 
as neither to loſe ſo known a mark of the author on 
the one hand, nor to offend the. reader too much on 
the other. The repetition is nat ungraceful in thoſe 
ſpeeches where the dignity of the ſpeaker renders it a 
ſort of inſolence to alter his words; as in the meſſages 
from Gods to men, or from higher powers to inferi. 
ors in concerns of ſtate, or where the ceremonial of . 
religion ſeems to require it, in the ſolemn forms of 
prayers, oaths,'pr the like. In other caſes, I believe, 
the beſt rule is, to be guided by t the nearnefs, or diſ- 
tance, at which the repetitions are placed in the origi- 
nal: when they fallow too cloſe, ane may vary the 
expreſſion; but it is a queſtion whether a profeſſed 
tranſlator be rized to omit any: if they be tedi- 
ous, the author is tg anſwer for it. HTS 

It only remains/to ſpeak of the Verſification. Ha- 

mer 
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mer (as has been ſaid) is perpetually applying the 
ſound to the ſenſe, and varying it on every new ſub- 


jet. © This is indeed one of the moſt exquiſite beau- 
ties of poetry, and attainable by very few: I know 
only of Homer eminent for it in the Greek, and Vir- 
gil in Latin. I am ſenſible it is what may ſometimes 
happen by chance, when a writer is 
poſſeſt of his image: however 
believed they deſigned this, in w 


have, will ſee I have endeavoured at this beauty. 
Upon the whole, J muſt confeſs myſelf utterly in- 


capable of doing juſtice to Homer. 1 attempt him in 
no other hope but that which one may entertain with- 
out much vanity, of giving a more tolerable copy of 


him than any entire tranſlation in verſe-has yet done; 


We have only thoſe of Chapman, Hobbes, and 


: Ogilby. Chapman has taken the advantage of an im- 
meaſurable length of verſe, notwithſtanding which, 


ſix lines,. and I remember one in the thirteenth book 


„and fully 
may be teaſonably 
e verſe it ſo ma- | 
nifeſtly appears in a ſuperiomdegree to all others. Few 
readers have the ear to be judges: of it; but thoſe who 


there is ſcarce any paraphraſe more looſe and rambling 
than his. He has ſrequent interpolations of four or 


off the Odyſſes, ver. 312. where he has ſpun twenty 


. verſes out of two. He is often miſtaken 1 in ſo bold a 


anner, that one might think he deviated on purpoſe, 
if he did not in other places of his notes inſiſt ſo much 
upon verbal trifles. He appears to have had a ſtrong 
affectation of extracting new meanings out of his au- 
thor, inſomuch as to premiſe, in his rhyming pre- 


face, 
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face, a poem of the myſteries he had revealed in Ho- 
mer: and perhaps he endeavoured to ftrain the obvi- 
ous ſenſe to this end. His expreſſion is involved in 
faſtian, a fault for which he was remarkable in his 


original writihgs, as in the tragedy of Buſſy d' Am- 
boiſe, &c. In a word, the nature of the man may 


aceount for his whole performatife for he appears . 


from his preface and remarks to have been of an arro- 
gant turn, and an enthuſiaſt in poetry. His own boaſt 
of having finiſhed half che Tliad in leſs than fifteen 
weeks, ſhews with what negligence his verſion was per- 
formed. But that which is to be allowed him, and 
which very much contributed to cover his defects, is a 
daring fiery ſpirit that animates his tranſlation, which is 
ſomething like what one might imagine Homer himſelf 
would have writ before he arrived at years of diſcretion. 
Hobbes has given us a correct explanation of the 
ſenſe in general ; but for particulars and circumſtances 
he continually lops them, and often omits the moſt 
beautiful. As for its being eſteemed a cloſe tranſla- 
tion, I doubt not many have been Jed into that error by 
the ſhortneſs of it, which proceeds not from his fol- 
lowing the original line by line, but from the con- 
tractions abovementioned, He ſometimes omits whole 
ſimiles and ſentences, and is now and then guilty of 
miſtakes, into which no writer of his learning could 
have fallen, but through careleſſneſs. His poetry, a8 

well as Ogilby's, is too mean for criticifm, 
It is a great loſs to the poetical world that Mr. 
Dryden did not live to tranſlate the Fliad, He has 
left 
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left us only the. firſt book, and a ſmall! part of the 
ſixth; in which if he has in ſome places not truly in- 
terpreted the fenſe, or preſerved the antiquities, it 
ought to be excuſed on account of the haſte he was 
-obliged to write in. He ſeems to have had too much 
Tegard to Chapman, whoſe words he ſometimes copies, 
and has unhappily followed him in paſſages where he 
wanders from the original. However, had he tranſ- 
Jated:the whole work, I would no more have attempted 


Homer after him than Virgil, his verſion -of whom | 


(notwithſtanding ſome human errors) is the moſt no- 
ble and ſpirited tranflation I know in any language, 
But the fate of great geniuſes is like that of great mi- 
niſters, though they are confeſſedly the firſt in the 
"commonwealth of letters, they muſt be enyied and 
calumniated only for being at the head of it: - 


That which in my opinion ought to be the endeavour 


of any one who tranſlates Homer, is above all things 
to keep alive that ſpirit and fire which makes his 
chief character: in particular places, where the ſenſe ean 
bear any doubt, to follow the ftrongeſt and moſt poeti- 
cal, as moſt agreeing with that character; to copy 
Him in all the variations of his ſtyle, and the different 
-modulations of his numbers; to preſerve, in the 
more active or deſcriptive parts, a warmth and eleva- 
tion; in the more ſedate or narrative, a plainneſs and 
ſolemnity; in the ſpeeches, à fulneſs and perſpicuity; 


in the ſentences, a ſhortneſs and gravity: not to ne- 


glect even the little figures and turns on the words, 


nor ſometimes the very caſt of the periods; neither to 
omit 


2. doo „* — A —— * — * we _ jp I 1 


. 4 


RF NK. a 31 
omit nor confound any rites or cuſtoms of antiquity :- 
perhaps too he ought to include the whole in a ſhort- 
er compaſs, than has hitherto been dane by any tranf- 
lator, who has tolerably preſerved either the ſenſe or 
poetry. What I would farther recommend to him, is 
to ſtudy his. author rather from his own text, than 
from any commentaries; how learned ſoever, or what- 
_ ever figure they may make in the eſtimation of tae 
world; to conſider him attentively in compariſon with 
Virgil above all the anctents, and with Milton above 
all the moderns. Next theſe, the archbiſhop of Cam- 
bray's Telemachus may give him the trueſt idea 
of the ſpirit and turn of our author, and Boſſu's ad- 
mirable treatiſe of the Epic poem the juſteſt notion of 
his deſign and conduct. But after all, with whatever 
judgment and ſtudy a man may proceed, or with hat- 
ever happineſs he may perform ſuch. a work, he muſt 
hope to pleaſe but a few; thoſe only whohaye at 
once a taſte of poetry, and competent learning. Four 
to ſatsify ſuch as want either, is not in the nature of 
this undertaking; ſince a mere modern wit can like 
nothing that is not modern, and a pedant — 
that is not Greek. 

What I have done is ſubmitted to the piblick, * 
whoſe opinions I am prepared to learn; though I fear 
no judges ſo little as our beſt poets, who are moſt 
ſenfible of the weight of this taſk, As for the work, 
_ whatever they ſhall pleaſe to ſay, they may give me 
ſome concern as they are unhappy men, but none as 
they are malignant writers, 1. was guided in this 

| tranſ- 
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tranſlation by judgments very different from weir 
els, 


and by perſons for whom they can have no kindn 

if an old obſervation be true, that the ſtrongeſt anti- 
pathy in the world is that of fools to men of wit. 
Mr. Addiſon was the firſt whoſe advice determined me 
to undertake this taſk, who was pleaſed to- write tome 
upon that-occafion in ſuch terms as -I -cannot repeat 
without vanity. Las obliged to Sir Richard Steele 


for a very early recommendation of my undertaking to 


che publick. Dr. Swift promoted my intereſt with 
that warmth with which he always ſerves his friend. 
The humanity and frankneſs of Sir Samuel Garth are 


what I never knew wanting on any oecaſion. 1 muſt 1 


alſo acknowledge, with infinite pleaſure, the many 
friendly offices, as well as ſincere criticifms of Mr. 

Congreve; who had led me the way in tranſlating ſome 
parts of Homer; as'I wiſh for the ſake of the world he 
had prevented me in thereſt, I. muſt add the names of 
Mr. Rowe and Dr. Parnell, though I ſhall take a farther 


opportunity of doing juſtice to the laſt, whoſe good- na- 


ture (to give it a great panegyrick) is no leſs extenſive 
than his learning. The favour of:theſe gentlemen is not 
entirely undeſerved by one who bears them ſo true an 
affection. But what can I ſay of the honour ſo many 

of the Great haye done me, while the firſt names of 
the age appear as my ſubſcribers, and the moſt diſtin- 
guiſhed patrons and ornaments of learning as my chief 
encouragers. Among theſe it is a particular pleaſure 
to me to find, that my higheſt obligations are to ſuch 


ho have done moſt honour to the name of poet: that 
his 
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his grace the duke of Buckingham was not diſpleaſed 1 
Tic uld undertake the author to whom he has given (in 
his excellent Eſſay) ſo complete a praiſe. 
« Read Homer once, and you can read no more; 
<< For all Books elſe appear ſo mean, fo poor, 
« Verſe will ſeem Proſe : but ſtill perſiſt to read, FL 
«© And Homer will be all the Books you need.” 
That the earl of Halifax was one of the firft to favour 
me, of whom it is hard to ſay whether the advance- 
ment of the polite arts is more owing to his generoſity 
or his example. That ſuch a genius as my lord 
F Bolingbroke, not more diftinguiſhed in the great 
| ſcenes of buſineſs, than in all the uſeful and enter- 
' ff taining parts of learning, has not refuſed to be the 
critick of theſe ſheets, and the patron of their wyviter, 
And that ſo excellent an ĩmitator of Homer as the noble 
author of the tragedy of Heroic Love, has continued 
his partiality to me, from my writing Paſtorals, to my 
attempting the Iliad. I cannot deny myſelf the pride 
of confeſſing, that I have had the advantage not only 
of their advice for the conduct in general, but their 
correction of ſeveral particulars of this tranſlation. 
I could ſay a great deal of the pleafure of: being diſ- 
tinguiſhed by the earl of Carriarvon ; bat it is almoſt 
abſurd to paxticularize any one generons action in a 
perfor whoſe whole life is a continued ſeries of them. 
Mr, Stanhope, the preſent ſecretary of ſtate, will par- 


9 


to promote this affair. The particular zeal of Mr. 
1 HFHarcourt (the ſon of the late lord chancellor) gave 
me a proof how much I am honoured ina ſhare of his 
Vos. D friend hip. 


don my deſire of having it known that he was pleaſed 
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Nfitendſhip, I muſt attribute to the ſame motive that 
of ſeveral others of my friends, to whom all acknow- 
n are rendered unneceſſary by the privileges of 
a familiar correſpondence: and I am ſatisfied I can no 
way better * men of hour turn, than by my ſi- 


lence, 
In ſhort, I 1 found more 3 than ever Ho- 


mer wanted. He would have thought himſelf happy 
to have met the ſame favour at Athens, that has been 
ſhewn me by its learned rival, the univerſity of Ox- 
ford, If my author had the Wits of after-ages for his 
defenders, his tranſlator has had the Beauties cf the pre- 
ſent for his advocates ; a pleaſure too great to be changed 
for any fame in reverſion. And I can hardly enyy him 
thoſe pompous honours he received after death, hen I 
reflect on the enjoyment of ſo many agreeable obliga- 
tions, and eaſy friendſhips, which make the ſatisfaction 
cf life, This diſtinétion is the more to be acknow- 
Jedged, as it is ſhewn to one whoſe pen has never gra- 
tified the prejudices of particular parties, or the vanities 
of particular men. Whatever the ſucceſs may prove, I 
ſhall never repent of an undertaking in which I have ex- 
perienced the candour and friendſhip of ſo many perſons 
of merit; and in which I hope to paſs ſome of thoſe 
years of youth that are generally loſt in a circle of fol- 
lies, after a manner neither wholly unuſetul to o- 


thers, 2 nor diſagreeable to myſelf. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Contention of Achilles and Agamemnon. 


IN the war. of Troy, the Greeks, having ſacked ſome 
of the neighbouring towns, and taken from thence 
two beautiful captives, Chryſeis and Briſeis, allotted 
the firſt to Agamemnon, Zud the laſt to Achilles. 
Chryſes, the father of Chryſcis, and prieft of Apollo, 
comes te the Grecian camp to ranſom her; with . 
which the action of4the poem opens, in the tenth year 
of the ſiege. The prieſt being refuſed, ànd inſolently 
diſmiſſed by Agamemnon, mtreats for vengeance 
front his God, who inflifts a peſtilenee on the Greeks. 

Achilles calls a council, and encourages Chalcas to 

= declare the cauſe of it, who attributes it to the re- 

| fuſal of. Chryſeis. The king being obliged to fend 

back his captive, enters info a furious Conteſt with 

Achilles, which Neſtor pacifies; however, as he had 

the abfolute command of the army, he ſeizes on Bri- ? 
ſeis in revenge. Achilles in diſcontent withdraws 
himſelf and his forces from the reſt of the Greeks ; 
and complaining to Thetis, ſhe ſupplicates Jupiter to 
render them ſenſtble of the wrong done to her ſon, 
by giving victory to the Trojans, Jupiter granting 
her Nuit incenſes Juno, betweey whom the debate 
on high, till they are reconciled by the addreſs of 
Vulcan. | 
The time of two and twenty days is taken up in 
this book; nine during the plague, one in the coun- 
cil and quarrel of the princes, and twelve for Ju- 
piter's ſtay with the Æthiopians, at whoſe return 
Thetis prefers her petition. The ſcene lies in the 

. Grecian camp, then changes to Chryſa, and laſtly 

„ n 
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AE CHILLES wrath, to Grain the direful ſaring 
Of woes unnumber'd, heavenly Goddeis ling! 
That wrath which hurl'd to Pluto's gloomy, reign | 
The ſouls of mi ghty Chiefs untimely lain ; ' LY 
| Whoſe limbs hat d on the naked ſhore, 5 5 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore; 
Since great Achilles and Atriqes ſtrove, 
= was the ſovereign doom, and ſuch the will 6f Jore ! 
Declare, O Muſe! in what ill-fated hour RJ 


Spruns the fierce ſtrife, from what offende ed power! 10 9 


* 


Latona's ſon a dire contagion ſpread, 
And heap'd the camp with mountains of the dead; ;- 
The king of men his reverend prieſt defy d, 
And for the king's offence the people dy d. 

For Chryſes ſought with coſtly gifts to gain 15 
His captive daughter from the viftor's chain. 
Suppliant the venerable father ſtands, 
Apollo's awful enſigns grace his hands : 

By theſe he begs ; and lowly benging down, 
Nn the ſceptre and the laurel crown, 20 
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He ſued to all, but chief implor'd for grace 
The brother-kings, of Atreus' royal race. 

Ye kings and warriors! may your vows be crown'd, 
And Troy's proud walls lie level with the ground. 
May Jove reſtore you,, when your toils are o'er, 25 
Safe fo the pleaſures of your native ſhore, 

But oh! relieve a wretched parent's pain, 

And give Chryſeis to theſe arms again; | 

If mercy fail, yet let my preſents move, . 

And dread avenging Phorbus, ſon of Jove. 30 
"The Greeks in ſhouts their joint aſſent declare, 

T he prieſt to reverence, and releaſe the fair, 

Not fo Atrides : he, with kingly pride, 

- Repuls'd the ſacred fire, and thus reply'd : | 
Hence on thy life, and fly theſe hoſtile plains, 35 | 

Nor aſk, preſumptuous, what the king detains; 

Hence, with thy laurel crown, and golden rod, 

Nor truſt too far thoſe enſigns of thy God. 

Mine is thy daughter, prieſt, and ſhall remain 

And prayers, and tears, and bribes, ſhall plead in vain; 

Till time ſhall rifle every youthful grace, 

And age diſmiſs her from my cold embrace, 

In daily labours of the loom employ'd, 

Or doom'd to deck the bed ſhe once enjoy'd. 

Hence then, to Argos. ſhall the maid retire, 45 

Far from her native ſoil, and weeping fire. 

The trembling prieſt along the ſhore return'd, 
And in the anguiſh of a father mourn'd. f 
Diſconſolate, not daring to complain, 


Silent he wander'd by the ſounding main: ho 


ILIA b, Book I. 39 
Till, ſafe at diſtance, to his God he prays, 
The God who darts arround the world his rays. 
O Smintheus ! ſprung from fa'r Latona's line, 
Thou guardian power of Cilla the divine, 
Thou ſource of light! whom Tenedos adores, 55 
And whofe bright preſence gilds thy Chryſa's ſhores : 
It eber with wreaths I hung thy ſacred fane, 
Or fed the flames with fat of oxen ſlain; 
God of the filver bow ! thy ſhafts employ, 
Avenge thy ſervant, and the Greeks deftroy. 69 
Thus Chryſes rx ng The favouring power attends, 
And from Olympus'* lofty tops deſcends. | 
Bent was his bow, the Grecian hearts to wound ; 
Fierce as he mov'd, his ſilver ſhafts reſound. 
Breathing revenge, a ſadden night he ſpread, 65 
And gloomy darkneſs roll'd about his head. 
The fleet in view, he twang'd his deadly bow, 
And hifling fly the feather'd fates below. | 
On mules and dogs th' infection firſt began; 7 
And laſt, the vengeful arrows fix' d 'in man. 70 
For nine long nights through all the duſky air 
The Pyres thick-flaming ſhot a diſmal glare, 
But ere the tenth revolving day was run, 
Inſpir'd by Juno, Thetis* god-like fon 
Conven'd to council all the Greclan train; 
For much the Goddeſs mourn'd her 100 ſlain. 
Th' aſfembly deated, riſing o'er the reſt, 
Achilles thus the king of men addreſt: 
Why leave we not the fatal Trojan ſnore, | 
And meaſure back the ſeas we croſt before? 80 
D Y 
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The plague deſtroying whom the ſword would e | 
*Tis time to ſave the few remains of war. T8 
But let ſome prophet, or ſqme ſacred — 

Explore the cauſe of great Apollo's rag 


Or learn the waſteful vengeance to — N 85 


By myſtic dreams, for dreams deſcend from Jove. 
If broken vows this heavy curſe have laid, 

Let altars ſmoke, and hecatombs be paid. 

So heaven aton d ſhall dying Greece 3 | 


And Phoebus dart his burning ſhafts no more. 90 


He faid, and fat: when Chalcas thus reply d 2 


Cbaleas the wiſe, the Grecian prieſt and guide, 


That ſacred ſeer, whoſe comprehenſive vie- 
The paſt, the preſent, and the future knew : 
Upriſing ſlow, the venerable ſage . - 95 


Thus ſpoke the prudence and the fears of age. 


Belov'd of Jove, Achilles! would 'ſt thou know 
Why angry Pheœbus bends his fatal bow 
Firſt give thy faith, and plight a prince's word 


Of ſure protection, by thy power and ſword, 100 
For I muſt ſpeak what wiſdom would conceal, 


And truths, invidious to the great, reveal. 


Bold is the taſk, when ſubjects grown too wile, 
Inſtruct a monarch' where his error lies; 
_ Fas though we deem the ſhort-liy* d fury paſt, 105 


Tis ſure, the Mighty will revenge at laſt. 
To whom Pelides. From thy inmoſt ſoul 


| Speak what thou know'ſt, and ſpeak without controul, | 


Ev'n by that God I ſwear, who rules the day, 


To whom thy hands the vows of "Groees convey, 110 
And 


N 


_ 
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And whole bleſt oracles thy lips declare 3 
Long as Achilles breathes this vital air, 


2 


N daring Greek. of all. the numerous band 


Againſt his prieſt thall lift. an impious hand: 

Not ev'n the chief by who our hoſts are led, 175 

\ The king of kings, ſhal touch that ſacred head. 
Encourag d thus, the blamelẽſs man replies; 

Nor vows unpaid, nor ſlighted facrifiee, | 

But hey, our chief, provok'd the raging. peſt,.. 


Apollo's vengeance for his injur' d prieſt, 120 


Nor will the God's awaken'd fury ceaſe, 
But plagues ſhall ſpread, and funeral. fires increaſe; / L 
Till the great king, without a-ranſom-paid,- 
To her own.Chryla ſend the black- ey d mhid. 
Perhaps, with added: ſacrifice and prayer, 125 
The prieit may pardon, and the God may- ſpare, 

The prophet ſpoke; when. with a gloomy frown. / 
The monarch ſtarted from his ſhining throne ;. , 
Black choler fill'd tris breaſt that boul'& with ire, 
And from his- eye-ballsflaſh'd the living fire, 130 
Augur accurſt! denouncing miſchief ſtill, 
Prophet of plagues, for ever boding ill! 


Still muſt ghat tongue ſome wounding meſſage bring, | 


And ſtill thy prieſtly pride provoke thy king ? 


— 


For this are Phœbus' oracles explor'd, 135 


To teach the Greeks to murmur at their Load? 
For this with falſeſhoods is my honour ſtain'd, 
Is heaven offended, and. a prieſt profan'd ; - 
Becauſe mg. prize, my beauteous maid I bold, | 


And heavenly charms prefer to proſfer d gold? 240 | 
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A maid, unmatch'd in manners as in face, 

Skill'd in each art, and crown'd with every grace. 
Not half ſo dear were Clytzmneſtra;s charms, | 
When firſt her blooming beauties bleſt my arms. 
Vet if the Gods demand her, let her fail; 14; 
Our cares are only for the public weal : | 
Let me be deem'd the hateful cauſe of all, 

And ſuffer, rather than my people fall. 


The prize, the beauteous prize, I will refign, 


So dearly valued, and fo juſtly mine. | 150 

But ſince for common good I yield the fair, 

My private loſs let grateful Greece repair; 

Nor unrewarded let your prince complain, * 

That he alone has fought and bled in vain. . 
Inſatiate king (Achilles thus replies) 155 

Fond of the power, but fonder of the prize ! 

Would* thou the Greeks their law ful prey ſhould yield, 

The due reward of many a well-fought field? 


The ſpoils of cities raz d, and warriours lain, _ 


We ſhare with juſtice, as with toil we gain: 160 
But to reſume hate er thy avarice.craves, 


(That trick of tyrants) may be borne by ſlaves, 


Vet if our chief for plunder only fight, * 


The ſpoils of Ilion ſhall thy loſs requite, a 
Whene er by Jove's decree our conquering powers 165 
Shall humble to the duſt her lofty towers. 

Then thus the king. Shall I my prize reſi ign 
With tame content, and thou poſſeſt of thine ? 
Great as thou art, and-like a God in fight, 


— 
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At thy demand hall I reſtore the maid? 


Firſt let the juſt equivalent be paid; 
Such as a king might aſk ; and let it be 


A treaſure worthy her, and worthy me. 


Or grant me this, or with a monarch's claim, 


This hand ſhall ſeize ſome other captive dame. 
The mighty Ajax thall his prize refign, . 
Plyſſes' ſpoils, or ev'n thy own be mine. 

The man who ſuffers, loudly may complain; 
And rage he may, but he ſhall rage in · vain. 
But this when time requires At now remains 


We launch a bark to plow the watery plains, | 


And Haft the ſacriſice to Chryſa's ſhores, 
With choſen pilots, and with labouring bars. 
Soon ſhall the fair the fable ſhip aſcend, 

And ſome deputed rms the charge attend; 
This Creta's king, or Ajax ſhall fulfil, | 
Or wiſe Ulyfles ſee perform'd our will; 

Or, if our royal pleaſure ſhall ordain, 7 
Achilles' ſelf conduct her o er che main; 

Let fierce Achilles, dreadful in his nge, 

The God propitiate, and the peſt aſfuage, 

At this, Pelides, frowping ſtern, reply'd : 
O tyrant, arm'd with inſolence and pride! 
Inglorious ſlave to intereſt, ever join'd 
With fraud, unworthy of a royal mind! 
What generous Greek, obedient to thy word, 


Shall form an ambuſh, or ſhall lift the ſwordꝰ? 


What cauſe have I to war at thy decree? - 
The diſtant Trojans never injur'd me; 
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To Phthia's realms no hoſtile troops they led, 
Safe in her vales my warlike courſers fed; 
Far hence remov'd, the hoarſe-reſounding main, 
And walls of rocks, - ſecure my native reign, 
.Whoſe fruitful ſoil luxuriant harveſts grace; 205 
Rich in her fruits, and in- her martial race. 
Hither we ſail'd, a voluntary thrng, 
T' avenge a private, not a public wrong: 
What elſe to Troy th' aſſembled nations draws, - 
But thine, ungrateful, and thy brother's cauſe? 210 
Is this the pay our blood and toils deſerve; 
Diſgrac'd and injur d by the man we ſerve? 
And dar'i thou threat to ſnatch my prize away, 
Due to the deeds of many a dreadful day? 
As prize as ſmall, O tyrant]! match d with thine, - 215 
As thy own actions if compar'd to mine. . 
Thine in each conqueſt is the wealthy prey, 
Though mine the ſweat and danger of the Gy, 
Some trivigl preſents to my ſhips I bear, 
Or barren praiſes pay the wounds of war. 220 
But know, proud monarch, I'm thy ſlave no more; 
My fleet ſhall waft me to Theſſalia's ſhore. | 
Left by Achilles on the Trojan plain, 
What ſpoils, what conqueſts, ſhall. Atrides gain ? 
T o this the king: Fly, mighty warrior! fly, 225 
Thy aid we need not, and thy threats defy. 
There want not chiefs in ſuch a cauſe to fight, 
And Jove himſelf ſhall guard a monarch's right. 
Of all the kings (the God's diſtinguiſſi d care) 
* power * none ſuch hatred bear: 230 
dtrife 
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Strife and debate thy reſtleſs ſoul employ, a 
And wars and horrours are thy favage joy. 4 | 
If thou haſt ſtrength, twas heaven that ſtrength beſtow'd, 
For know, vain*man ! \y valour is from God. 
Hatte, launch thy veſſels, fly with fpeed-away, 235 
Rule thy own realms with arbitrary Tway : 
I heed thee not, but prize at equal rate 
Thy ſhort-liv'd friendſhip, and thy groundleſs hate. 
Go, threat thy earth-born Myrmidons ; but here 
'Tis mine to threaten, prince, and thine to fear. 240 
Know, if the God the beauteous dame demand, 
My bark ſhall waft her to her native land; 
But then prepare, imperious prince! prepare, 
Fierce as thou art, to yield thy captive fair: | 
Evin in thy tent THI feize the blooming prize, 24% 
Thy lov'd Briſeis wrtlrthe radiant eyes. a 
Hence ſhalt thou prove my might, and curſe the hows 
Thou ſtood'ſt a rival of imperial power; 
And hence to all our hoſt it ſhall be known, 
0 That kings are fubject to the Gods alone. 250 

Achilles heard, with grief and rage oppreſt, 
His heart ſwell'd high, and labour'd in his breaſt. 
Diſtraging thoughts by turns his boſom rul'd, 
Now fir'd by wrath, and now by reafon cool'd: f 
That prompts his hand to draw the deadly ſword, 255 
Force through the Greeks, and pierce their 3 lord; 
This whiſpers ſoft, his vengeance to controul, 
And calm the rifing tempeſt of his ſoul. 

"Juſt as in anguith of ſuſpence he ſtay d, 
While half unſheath'd appear'd the PAY blade, 260 

e Minerva 
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Minerva ſwift deſcended from above, 
Sent by the ſiſter and the wife of Jove 
(For both the princes-claim'd her equal care); 
Behind ſhe ſtood, and by the golden hair 
Achilles ſeia d; to him alone confeſt; 
A ſable cloud conceal'd her from the reſt. 
He ſees, and Yidden to the Goddeſs cries, 
Known by the flames that ſparkle from her eyes. 
Deſcends Minerva in her guardian care, 
A heavenly witneſs of the wrongs I bear 
From Atreus' ſon : then let thoſe eyes that view 
The daring crime, behold the vengeance too. 

Forbear ! (the progeny of Jove replies) 
To calm thy fury I forſake the ſkies: 
Let great Achilles, to the Gods reſign'd, 
To reaſon yield the empire o'er his mind. 
By awful Juno this command is given 
'The king and you are both the care of heaven. 1 
The force of keen reproaches let him feel, 

t ſneath, obedient, thy revenging ſteel. 

or I pronounte (and truſt a heavenly power) 

Thy injur'd honour has its fated hour, 
When the proud monarch ſhall thy arms implore, 
And bribe thy friendſhip with a boundleſs ſtore. 
Then let revenge no longer bear the ſway, -, 285 
Command thy paſſions, and the Gods obey. 

To her Pelides. With regardful ear 
"Tis juſt, O Goddeſs! I thy diftates hear. 
Hard as it is, my vengeance I ſuppreſs : 
Thoſe who reyere the Gods, the Gods will bleſs, 290 
| | He 
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He ſaid, obſervant of the blue- ey d maid ; 
Then in the ſheath retur ; | ſhining blade, 


Nor yet the rage his þoiling breaſt forſook, 295 
Which thus redoubling on Atrides broke. | 
O monſter! mix'd. of inſolence and 
Thou dog in forehead, but in heart a deer! 
When wert thou known in ambuſh'd fights to dare, 
Or nobly face the horrid front of war ? 300 
'Tis ours, the chance of fighting fields to try, 
Thine to look on, and bid the valiant die. 
so much ' tis ſafer through the camp to go, 
And rob a ſubje&, than deſpoil a foe, | 
Scourge of thy people, violent and baſe! 395 
Sent in Jove's anger on a laviſh race, | 
Who, loſt to ſenſe of generous freedom paſt, 
Are tam'd to wrongs, or this. had been thy laſt; 
Now by this ſacred ſceptre hear me ſwear, 
Which never more ſhall leaves or bloſſoms bear, 310 
Which ſever'd from the trunk (as I from thee) 
On the bare mountains left its parent tree; 
This ſceptre; form'd by temper'd ſteel to prove 
An enſign of the delegates of Jove, 
From whom the power of laws and juſtice "—n = 315 
(Tremendous oath ! inviolate to kings): | 
By this I ſwear, when bleeding Gretce again 
Shall call Achilles, the ſhall call in vain. 
When, fluſh'd with flaughter, Hector comes to ſpread 
The purpled ſhore with mountains of the dead, 320 


Then 
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Then ſhalt thou mourn th' affront thy madneſs oy 
Forc'd to deplore, When impotent to fave : 

Then rage in bitterneſs of ſoulz to know 

This act has made the braveſt Greek thy foe. 


He ſpoke; and furious hurl'd againſt the ground 32 5 
His ſceptre ſtarr d with golden ſtuds around. 
Then ſternly ſilent ſat. Wich like diſdain, 


The raging king return'd his frowns again. 


' To calm their paſfions with the words of age, 
Slow from his ſeat ardſe the Pylian ſage, 330 
Experienc'd Neſtor, in perfuaſion {kill'd, 
Words ſweet as honey from his lips diſtill'd; 
Two generations now had paſs'd away, 
Wiſe by his rules, and happy by his ſway; 
Two ages o'er his native realm he reign'd, „ 335 
And now th' example of the third remain'd. 
All view'd with awe the venerable man ; 
Who bn with mild benevolence began: 
What Ame, what woe 1s this to Greece ! what joy 


J Troy's proud monarch, and the friends of Troy ! 


That adverſe Gods commit to ſtern debate 
The beſt, the braveſt of the Grecian ſtate. 
Young as ye are, this youthful heat reſtrain, 


Nor think your Neſtor's years and wiſdom vain. 


A Godlike race of heroes once I knew, 345 
Such, as no more theſe aged eyes ſhall view ! 


_ there a chief to match Pirithous' fame, 8 


3 bold, or Ceneus' deathleſs name; 
s, endued with more than mortal mi 
Or Polyphemus, like the Gods in fight? 


Err 


— 


Thy years are awful, and thy words are wiſe, 
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With theſe of old to toils of battle bred, 
In early youth my hardy days I led; 
Fir'd with the thirſt which virtuous envy breeds, 


And ſmit with love of honourable deeds. 


Rang'd the wild deſerts red with monſters gore, 356 
And from their hills the ſhaggy Centaurs tore. 

Yet theſe with ſoft, perſuaſive arts I ſway d; 

When Neſtor ſpoke, they liſten'd and obey d. 

If in my youth, ev'n theſe eſteem'd me wiſe; 360 
Do you, young warriours, here my age adviſe. 

Atrides ſeize not on the beautious ſlave; 

That prize the Greeks by common ſuffrage gave: 

Nor thou, Achilles, treat our prince with pride; 

Let kings be juſt, and ſovereign power pręſide. 365 
Thee, the firſt honours of the war adorn, * 
Like Gods in ſtrength, and of a Goddels born; 

Him, awſul majeſty exalts above 

The powers of earth, .and ſcepter'd ſons of Joy 
Let both unite, with well- conſenting mind, 9370 


Strongeſt of men, they piere d the mountain boar, 


Leave me, O king! to calm Achilles' rage z 


1 
by 
So ſhall authority with ſtrength be join'd. _— 


Rule thou thyſelf, as more adyanc'd in age. 


Forbid it Gods! Achilles ſhould be loſt, 1 
The pride of Greece, and bulwark of our hoſt. 375 i 
This ſaid, he ceas'd: the king of men replies: 1 


But that imperious, that unconquer'd ſoul, + 
No lav can limit, no reſpect 22 


Before his pride muſt his ſuperiours fall, f 380 wt 
His word the law, and he the lord of all? - BT ' 
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Him muſt our hoſta, our chiefs, ourſelf obey? 
What king can bear a rival in his ſway ? 


Has foul. reproach a privilege from Heaven? 38 5 
Here on the moparch's ſpeech Achilles broke, 

And furious, thus, and interrupting ſpoke. 

Tyrant, I well deferv'd thy galling chain, „ 

Fo live thy flave, and ſtill to ſerve in vain-;. 

Should I.fubmit to egch unjuſt decree : 390 

Command thy vaſials; but command not me. 

Seize on Briſeis, whom the Grecians doom'd - 

My prize of war, yet tamely ſee reſum'd ; 

And ſeize ſecure; no more Achilles draws - 

His conquering fword in any woman's cauſe. 395 

The Gods command me to forgive the paſt ; 


But let this firſt invaſion be the laft : 


For know, thy blood, when next thou dar'ſt IO 
Shall ſtream in vengeance on my reeking blade. 
At this they ceay'dz the ſtern debate expir d: 400 


The chiefs in ſullen majeſty retir'd. 
Achilles with Patrochis took his way; = 1 
Where near his tents his hollow veſſels lay. ] 


Mean time Atrides taunch'd with numerous oars 


A well-rigg'd ſhip for Chryſa's ſacred ſnores: 405 
High on the deck was fair Chryſers plac'd, "T7 
And ſage Ulyſſes with the conduct „ f 
Safe in her ſides the heeatomb they ſtow d, 1 
Then ſwiftly failing, cut the liquid road. 

The hoſt to expiate, next the king prepares, 
With pure luſtrations, and with ſolemn prayer. 
A: Waſh'd 
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Submit he muſt ; or, if they will not part, 


Decent confuſion ! This the godlike man 
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Waſh'd by the briny wave, the pious train 
Are cleans'd, and caſt th' ablutions in the main. 5 
Along the ſhore whole hecatombs were laid, 

And bulls and, goats to Phoebus? altars paid. 415 
The fable fumes in curling ſpires ariſe, 

And waft their grateful odours to the ſkies. D 

The army thus in, ſacred rites engag'd, 4 | 

Atrides ſtill. with deep reſentment rag d. * 

To wait his will two ſacred heralds ſtood. 420 
Talthybius and Eurybates the good. 

Haſte to the fierce Achilles' tent (he cries) + 

Thence bear Briſeis as our royal prize: 2 


Ourſelf in arms ſhall tear her from his heart. 4298 
Th' unwilling heralds act their lord's commands; 

Penſive they walk along the barren ſands: | 

Arriv'd, the Hero in his tent they find, 

With gloomy aſpect, on his arm reclin'd.. 

At awful diſtance long they filentftand, 430 

Loth to advance, or ſpeak their hard command; * 


Perceiv'd, and thus with accent mild began. 
With leave and honour enter our abodes, 

Ve ſacred miniſters of men and Gods! 5 435 

I know your meſſage; by conſtraint you came; 

Not jo but your imperious lord I. blame. 

Patrothus haſte, the fair Briſeis bring; 

Conduct my captive to the haughty king. 

But witneſs, heralds, and proclaim my vow, 

Witneſs to Gods above, and men below! 
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But firſt, and loudeſt, to your prince declare, 
That lawleſs tyrant whoſe commands you bear; 
Unmov'd as death Achilles ſhall remain, 
Though poſtrate Greece ſhould bleed at every vein : 445 | 
The æaging chief. in frantic paſſion loſt, 
Blind to himſelf, and uſeleſs to his hoit, 
UnſkilPd to judge the future by the paſt, 

In blood and flaughter ſhall repent at laſt. 

Patroclus now-th' unwilling beauty Brought ; 450 

She, in foft ſorrows, and in penſive thought, 

Paſt filent, as the heralds held her hand, 

And oft look'd back, flow moving o'er the ſtrand. 
Not ſo his loſs the fierce Achilles bore ; 

But fad retiring to the ſounding ſhore, 455 | 
O'er the wild margin of the deep he hung, x 
That kindred deep from whence his mother ſpring ; 
There, bath'd in tears of anger and diſdain, 

Thus loud lamented to the ſtormy main. 

O parent Goddeſs ! ſince in early bloom 460 
Thy ſon muſt fall, by too ſevere a doom; 13 
Sure, to ſo ſhart a race of glory born, 

Great Jove in juſtice ſhould this ſpan adorn: 


Honour and fame at leaſt the ne ow'd, . 

And ill he pays the promiſe of a God; 465 
If yon proud mon thus thy ſon 5 ag 

Obſcures my glories, and reſumes my prize. 


Far from the deep receſſes of the main, 
Where aged Ocean holds his watery reign, | 
The Goddeſs- mother heard. The waves divide; 470 


And like a miſt ſhe roſe above the tide; 
405 a | Beheld 
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IL1TAD,: Boor I.. 53 
Beheld- him mourning on the naked ſhores, . 
And thus the ſorrows of his ſoul explores. 
Why grieves my ſon? Thy anguiſh let me ſhare, 
Reveal the cauſe, and truſt a parent's care. 475 
He deeply ſighing ſaid : - To tell my woe, 
Is but to mention what too well you know: 
From Thebe-ſacred. to Apollo's name, 
(Attion's realm) our conquering army came, 
With treaſure loaded and trĩumphant ſpoils, 480 
Whoſe juſt diviſion. crown'd the ſoldier's toils ; 
But bright Chryſeis, - heavenly prize! was led 
By vote ſelected, to the general's bed. 
The prieſt of Phœbus ſought by gifts to gain 
His beauteous daughter from the victor's chain; 485 
The fleet he reach d, and lowly bending down, 
Held forth the ſceptre and the laurel crown, 
Entreating all: but chief implor'd fox grace 
The brother-kings of Atreus' royal race: 
The generous Greeks their joint conſent declare, 490 
The prieſt to reverencey and releaſe the far; 
Not ſo Atrides : He, with wonted pride, 
The fire inſulted, and his gifts deny d: 
Th”. inſulted fire (his God's peculiar care) 
To Phcebus pray'd, and Phoebus heard the prayer: 
A dreadful plague enſues; th' avenging darts 496 
Inceſſant fly, and pierce the Grecian hearts. | 
A prophet then, inſpir'd by heaven aroſe, 
And points the crime, and thence derives the woes : 


Myſelf the firſt th' aſſembled chiefs incline 9 - 


I' avert the vengeance of the power divine ; 
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Then riſing in his wrath, the monarch ſtorms; 
Incens'd he threaten'd, and his threats pefrform'd:; 
The fair Chryſeis to her fire was ſent, | f 
Wich oſter'd gifts ko make the God relent; 50 5 
But now he ſeiz'd Briſeis“ heavenly charms, | 
And of my valour's prize defrauds my arms, 
Defrauds the votes of all the Grecian train; 
And ſervice, faith, and juſtice, plead in vain, 
But, Goddeſs! thou thy ſuppliant ſon attend, -.5r0 
To high: Olympus” ſhining court aſcend, | 
Urge all the ties to former ſervice .d, 
And ſue for vengeance to the tliundering God. 
Oft haſt thau'triumph'd in the-glorious hoaft, 
That thou ſtoodꝰſt forth of all th* ethereal hoſt, 515 
When bold rebellion ſhook the realms #hove, . 
Th' undaunted guard of — Jove. 
When the bright partner of his awful reign, 
The warlike maid, and monarch of the main, 
'The traitor-gods, by mad ambition driven, 520 
Durſt threat with chains th' omnipotence of heaven. 
Then call'd by thee, the monſter Titan came, 
(Whom Gods Briareus, Men ZBgeon name) 
Through wondering Kies enormous ftalk*d along; 
Not “he that ſhakes the ſolid earth fo ſtrong: 525 
With giant-pride at Jove's high throne he ſtands, 
And brandiſh'd round him all his hundred hands; 
Th' affrighted Gods confeſs'd their awful lord, 
They dropt the fetters, trembled, ang ador'd\_ 


This, 


Neptune. 
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This, Goddeſs, this to his remembrance call, 530 . 
Embrace his knees, at His tribunal fall; 
Conjure him far to drive the Grecian train, 


To hurl them headlong to their fleet and main, 


To heap the thores with copious death, and b11 ing 

The Greeks to know the curſe of ſuch a king: 535 

Let Agamemnon lift his haughty head 

Ober all his wide dominion of the dead, 

And*mmourn in blood, that &er he durſt diſgrac@ 

The boldeft warriour of the Grecian race. | 
Unhappy ſon! (fair Thetis thus replies, 840 

While tears celeſtial trickle from her eyes) | 


Why have I born thee with a mother's throes, 


To fates averſe, and nuxs'd-for future woes? 
So ſhort a ſpace the light of heaven to view! 


So ſhort a ſpace! and fill'd with ſorrow too! 545 


O might a parent's careful wiſh prevail, 

Far, far from Ilion ſhould thy veſſels ſail, 

And thou, from camps remote, the danger ſhun, 
Which now, alas! too nearly threats my ſon. 

Yet (what I can) to move thy ſuit I'll go 550 
To great Olympus crown'd with fleecy ſnow, 

Mean time, ſecure within thy ſhips, from far 

Behold the field, nor mingle in the war. 

The ſire of Gods and all th' æthereal train, 

On the warm limits of the fartheſt main, 3555 


Now mix with mortals, nor diſdain to grace 


The feaſts of Æthiopia's. blameleſs race; 
Twelve days the powers indulge the genial rite, 
Returning with the twelfth revolving light. 
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56 POPE'S HOMER. 
Then will I mount the brazen dome, and move 560 


The high tribunal of immortal Jove. | 
The Goddeſs ſpoke :- the rolling waves uncloſe ; 


Then down the deep ſhe plung'd from whence ſhe roſo, 


And left him forrowing on the lonely coaſt, 

In wild reſentment for the fair he loſt. 565 
In Chryſa's port now ſage Ulyſſes rode; | 

Beneath the deck the deftin'd victims ftow'd; 

The ſails they furl'd, they laſh'd the maſt aſide, 


And drop'd their anchors, and the pinnace ty'd. 


Next on the ſhore their hecatomb they land, 570 
Chryfeis laſt deſcending on the ftrand. | 


Her, thus returning from the furrow'd main, 
.__- Ulyſles led to Phoebus” ſacred fane ; 


Where at his ſolemn altar, as the maid | 
He gave to Chryſes, thus the hero faid. 575 
Hail reverend prieſt! to Phœbus awful dome 

A ſuppliant I from great Atrides come: 

Unranſom'd here receive the ſpotleſs fair; 

Accept the hecatomb the Greeks prepare; 


And may 1 ſcatters darts around, | 580 


Aton'd by ſacrifice, deſiſt to wound. 
At this, the fire embrac'd the maid again, 


so ſadly loſt, ſo lately ſought in vain. 


Then near the altar of the darting king, 
Diſpos'd in rank their hecatomb they bring: 585 
With water purify their hands, and take 

The facred offering of the ſalted cake; - 
While thus with arms devoutly rais'd in air, 
And ſolemn voice, the pneſt directs his prayer, 
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God of the ſilver bow, thy ear incline, 
Whoſe power incircles Cilla the divine; 
Whoſe ſacred eye thy Tenedos ſurveys, 
And gilds fair Chryſa with-diſtinguiſh'd.rays ! 
If, fir'd to vengeance-at thy prieſt” s requeſt, 
Thy direful darts inflict the raging peſt; 
Ofrce more attend! avert the waſteful woe, 

And ſmile propitious, and unbend thy bow. 
So Chryſes pray'd, Apollo heawl his prayer: 
And now the Greeks their hecatomb prepate; 
Between their horas the ſalted barley threw, . 
And with their heads to heaven the victims ſlew ; 
The limbs they ſever from th' inclofing hide; _ 
The thighs, ſelected to the Gods, divide: 
On theſe, in double cawls involv'd with art, 
The choiceſt morſels lay from every part. 
The prieſt himſelf before his altar ſtands, 
And burns the offering with his holy hands, 
Pours the black wine, and ſees the flames aſpire; 
The youth with inſtruments ſurround the fire: 
The thighs thus ſacrific'd, and entrails dreſt, 
Th' aſſiſtants part, transfix, and roaſt the reſt ; 
Then ſpread the tables, the.tepaſt prepare, 
Each takes his ſeat, and each receives his ſhare, 
When now the rage of Hunger was repreſt, 
With pure libations they conclude the feaſt 


The youths with wine the copious goblets AE, 


And pleas'd, diſpenſe the flowing bowls around. 
With hymns divine the joyous banquet ends, 
The Pzans lengthen'd till the ſun deſcends 2 


* 
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The Greeks, reſtor'd, the grateful notes prolong; 620 
Apollo liſtens, and approves the ſong. 
"Twas night; the chiefs beſide their veſſel lie, 
Till roſy morn had purpled o'er the ſky: 
Then launch, and hoiſe the maſt; indulgent gales, 
Supply'd by Phoebus, fill the eetlin; Rl; ; 625 
The milk-white canvas bellying as they blow, 
The parted ocean foams and roars below 
Above the bounding billows {wift they flew, 
Till now the Grecian camp appear'd in view. 
Far on the beach they haul their bark to land, 630 
(The crooked keel divides the ygllow ſand) | | 
Then part, where ſtretch'd along the winding bay 
The ſhips and tents in mingled proſpet lay. 0 
But raging ſtill, amidſt his navy lat 
The ſtern Achilles, ſtedfaſt in his hate; 635 
Nor mix d in combat, nor in council join'd ; 
But waſting cares lay heavy on his mind: 
In his black thoughts revenge and ſlaughter roll, 
And ſcenes of blood riſe dreadful in his ſoul. 
Twelve days were paſt, and now the dawning light 
The Gods had ſummon'd to th' Olympian height; 
Jove firſt aſcending from the watery bowers, 
Leads the long order of zthereal powers. 
When like the morning miſt in early day, 
Roſe from the flood the daughter of the ſea; 645 
And to the ſeats divine her flight addreft. | 
There, far apart, and high above the reſt, 
The thunderer ſat ; where old Olympus ſhrouds 


His hundred heads in heaven, and props the cloud, 
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ca 


3 the Goddeſs ſtood: one hand ſhe plac'd 650 
Beneath his beard, and one his knees embrac'd. 
If er, O father of the Gods l the faid,” 
My words could pleaſe thee, or my actions aid; 
Some marks of honour on my ſon beſtow, | 
And pay in glory what in life you owe. 6 s/ 
Fame is at leaſt by heavenly promiſe due 
To life fo ſhort,' and now diſhonour'd too. 
Avenge this wrong, oh ever juſt and wiſe! 
Let Greece be humbled, and the Trojans riſe; 
Till the proud king, and all th' Achaian race, 660 
Shall heap with honours him they now- diſgrace. 

Thus Thetis ſpoke; but Jove in ſilence held 
The ſacred councils of his breaſt conceal'd. 
Not fo repils'd, the Goddeſs cloſer preft, 
Still graſp'd-his knees, and urg d the dear requeſt. 665 
O fire of gods and men! thy ſuppliant hear; | 
Refuſe, or grant; for what has Jove to fear? 
Or, oh! declare, of all the powers above, 
Is wretched Thetis leaſt the care of Jo ve? 

She ſaid, and fighing thus the God replies, 670 
Who rolls the thunder o'er the yaulted ſkies. 

What haſt thou aſłk d? Ah why ſhould Jove engage 
In foreign conteſts, and domeſtic rage, 
The Gods complaints, and Juno's fierce alarms, 
While I, too partial, aid the Trojan arms? 675 
Go, leſt the haughty partner of my ſway 
With jealous eyes thy cloſe acceſs ſurvey 3. 
But part in peace, ſecure thy prayer is ſped: 
Witneſs the ſacred honours of our head, 


r 


„% ros HOMER; | 
The nod that rati fies the will divine, | 680 


The faithful, fix d, irrevocable ſign; 
This ſeals thy ſuit, and this fulfils thy vows— 
He ſpoke, and awful bends his ſable brows ; - 
Shakes his ambroſial curls,” and gives the od, 
The ſtamp of fate, and ſanct ion of the God: 685 
High heav'n. with trembling the dread ſignal took, | 
And all Olympus-to the centre ſhook. 
Swift to the ſeas. profound the Goddefs flies, 
| Jove to his ſtarry manſion in the ſkies. | 
- The ſhining ſynod of th' immortals wait 690 
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The coming God, and from thgir thrones of ſtate 
1 Ariſing ſilent, wrapt in holy fear, 4 


Before the majeſty of heaven. appear. Wy Wt 
Trembling they ſtand, while Jove aſſumes the A 
All,, but the God's imperious queen alone: 695 
Late had ſhe view'd the ſilver- footed dame, | 
And all her paſſions kindled into flame. 

Say, artful manager of heaven (ſhe cries ) 
Who now partakes the ſecrets of the ſkies ?- | 
Thy Juno knows not the decrees: of fate, 700 
In vain the partner of imperial ſtate. 1 

What favourite Goddeſs then thoſe cares divides, 
Which Jove in prudence from his conſort hides ? - 

To this the Thunderer : Seek not thou to find 
The facred counſels of almighty mind: 705 
Involv'd in darkneſs lies the great decree, 
Nor can the depths of fate be pierc'd by thee. 

What fits thy knowledge, thou the firſt ſhalt Know; 
The firſt of Gods above and men belov/; | 
3 But 
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> Bu: thou, nor they, ſhall ſearch the thoughts that roll 210 
Deep in the cloſe receſſes of my ſont. | 
Full on the fire the Goddeſs. of the ſkies 

Roll'd the large orbs of her majeſtic eyes, 

And thus return'd. Auſtere Saturnius, ſay, 

From whence this wrath, or who controls thy ſway 715 

Thy boundleſs will, for me, remains in force, 

And all thy councils take the deſtin'd courſe, 

But 'tis for Greece I fear : for late was ſeen 

In cloſe conſult the ſilver- footed queen. | 

Jove to his Thetis nothing. could deny, 720 
Nor was the ſignal vain that ſhook the ſky. | 
What fatal.favour has the Goddeſs won, 

To grace her fierce, inexorable ſon? 

Perhaps in Grecian blood to drench the plain, 

And glut his vengeance with my people flain. 9725 
dj Then thus the God: Oh reſtleſs fate of pride. 
That ſtrives to learn what heaven reſolves to hide; 
Vain is the ſearch preſumptuous and abhorr 'd, 
| Anxious to thee, and odious to thy lord. 

Let this ſuffice z th* immutable decree 730 - 
No force can ſhake : what 1s, that ought to-be, 

Goddeſs ſubmit, nor dare our will withſtand, 

But dread the power of this avenging hand; 

Th' united ſtrength of all the Gods aboye | 
In vain reſiſts th* omnipotence of Jo ve. 738 
The Thunderer ſpoke, nor durſt the queen reply ; 

A reverend horror filenc'd all the ſky. 

The feaſt diſturb'd, with ſorrow Vulcan ſaw 


His Mother menac'd, and the Gods in awe; 
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„  _POPE'S HOMER. 
Peace at his heart, and pleaſure his deſign, 74 
Thus interpos'd the architect divine. 7 
The wretched quarrels of the mortal ſtate ; 
Are far unworthy, Gods ! of your debate: 
Let t nen their days in ſenſeleſs ſtrife on | 
We, in eternal peace, and conſtant jo 745 
Thou Goddeſs- mother, with our fir comply, | 
Nor break. the ſacred union of the iky 3 
Leſt, rouz d to rage, he ſhake the bleſt abodes, 
Launch the red lightning, and dethrone the Gods. 
If you ſubmit, the Thunderer ſtands appeas d; 770 
The gracious power is willing to be pleas' d. 
Thus Vulcan ſpoke; and rifing with a bound, 
The double bowl with ſparkling neftar crown'd, 
Which held to Juno in a chearful way, Sed 
Goddeſs (he cried) be patient and obey. 755 
Dear as you are, if Jove his arm extend, | 
I can but grieve, unable to defend. 
What Goe.ſo daring in your aid to move, 
Or lift his hand againſt the force of Jove? 
Once in your cauſe I felt his matckleſs might, 760 
Hurl'd headlong downward from th' etherial height ; ; 
Toft all the day in. rapid circles round; 
Nor-till the ſun deſcended, touch'd the 1 A705 
Breathleſs I fell, in giddy motion loſt ; - 1004, 
The Sinthians rais'd me on the Lemnian coaſt. 765 
He ſaid, and to her hands the goblet Rd 
Which, with a ſmile, the white- arm d queen recei vd. 
Then to the reſt he fill'd; and in his turn, 
Zach to his lips apply d the neftar'd urn. | 
Vulcan 
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Vulcan with aukward grace his office plies, 
And unextinguiſh'd laughter ſhakes the ſkies, 

Thus the bleſt Gods the genial day prolopg,* 

In feaſts ambroſial, and celeſtial ſong. 
Apollo tun'd the lyre; the Muſes round 
With voice alternate aid the ſilver ſound. 
Mean time the radiant fun, to mortal fight 


775 


Deſcending ſwift, roll'd down the rapid light. 


Then to their ſtarry domes the Gods depart, 
The ſhining monuments of Vulcan's art: 
Jove on his couch reclin'd his awful head, 


And Juno ſlumber'd on the golden bed. 
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THE ARGUMEN T. 


The Trial of the Army and Catalogue of af Forces, 


JUPITER, in-purſuance of the requeſt of Thetis, ſends 
a deceitful viſion to Agamemnon, perſuading him to 
lead the army to battle; in order to make the Greeks 

ſenſible of their want of Achilles. The general, who 
is deluded with the hopes of taking Troy without 
his aſſiſtance, but fears the army was diſcouraged by 
his abſence and the late plague, as well as by the 
length of time, contrives to make trial of their diſ- 
poſition by a ſtratagem. He firſt communicates his 
deſign to the printes'in council, that he would pro- 
poſe a return to the ſoldiers, and that they ſhould put 
a ſtop to them if the propoſal was embraced. The 
he aſſembles the whole hoſt, and upon moving for 
return to Greece, they unanimouſly agree to it, and 
run to prepare the ſhips. They are detained by the 
management of Ulyſſes, who chaſtiſes the inſolence 
of Therſites. The aſſembly is recalled, ſeveral ſpeeches 
made on the occaſion, and at length the advice of Neſ- 
tor followed, which was to make a general muſter of 
the troops, and to divide them into their ſeveral na- 
tions, before they proceeded to battle. This gives 
occaſion to the poet to enumerate all the forces of 
the Greeks and Trojans, and in a large catalogue. 
The time employed in this book conſiſts not en- 
tirely of one day. The ſcene lies in the Grecian 
camp and _ the ſea-ſhore; toward the. end it 
removes to 1roy, 1 EIN 
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New pleaſing ſleep had ſeal'd each mortal eye, 
Stretch'd in the tents the Grecian leaders lie, 
Th' immortals flumber'd on their thrones above; 
All, but the ever-wakeful eyes of Jove. 
To honour Thetis' ſon he bends his care, 8 
And plunge the Greeks-in all the woes of war: 
Then bids an empty phantom riſe to fight, 
And thus commands the Viſion of*the night. 
Fly hence, deluding Dream! and light as air, 
To Agamemnon' s ample ten repair. 10 
Bid him in arms. draw forth th' embattled train, 
Lead all his Grecians to the du ſty: plain. 
Declare, ev'n no tis given him to deſtroy 
The lofty towers of wide- extended Troy. 
For now no more the Gods with fate contend, 15 

At Juno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 

Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 
And nodding Tlion waits th' impending fall. 

Swift as the word the vain illuſion fled, NIN 
Deſcends, and hovers o'er Atrides* head; 20 
Cloath'd in the figure of the Pilian ſage, | 
Renown'd for wiſdom, and rever'd for age; 98 
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Around his temples ſpreads his golden wing, 


And thus the flattering dream deceives the king. 


Canſt thou, with all a monarch's cares oppreſt, 
Oh Atreus' ſon !. canſt thou indulge thy relt ? 
III fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 

- Directs in council, and in war preſides, 

To whom its ſafety a whole people owes, < . 
To waſte long nights in indolent repoſe. * 
Monarch, awake! tis Jove's command I bear, 
Thou, and thy glory, claim his heavenly care. 

In juſt array draw forth th' embattle'd train, 
Lead all thy Grecians to the duſty plain; 

Ev'n now, O king ! tis given thee to deſtroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 
For now no more the Gods with fate contend, 
At Juno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon' devoted wall, 
And nodding Ilion waits th' impending fall. 
Awake, but waking this advice approve, 
And truſt the viſion that deſcends from Jove. 


The phantom ſaid; then vaniſh'd from his fight, 


Reſolves to air, and mixes with the night. 


A thouſand ſchemes the monarch's mind employ z 


Elate in thought, he ſacks untaken Troy : 

Vain as he was, and to the future blind; 

Nor ſaw what Jove and ſecret fate deſign d, 
What mighty toils to either hoſt remain, 

What ſcenes of grief, and numbers of the ſlain! 
Eager he riſes, and in fancy hears 
The voice celeſtial murmuring in his ears. 


25 


30 


40 


45 


4 


Fill 


eee Eos as Es 


ILIA PD, Boox I. 

Firſt on his limbs a ſlender veſt he drew, 
Around him next the regal mantle threw, 

T' embroidered ſandals on his feet were tied; 
The:ſtarry faulchion glitter'd at his fide; | 
And laſt his arm the maſley ſceptre loads, 
-Unſtain'd, immortal, and the gift of Gods. 


Now roſy morn aſcends the court of Jove, * 
Lifts up her light, and opens day above. * 


The King iſpatch'd his heralds with commands 5 


| To range the camp and ſummon all the bands: 
The gathering hoſts the manarch's word obey; 

While to the fleet Atride&bends his way. 

In his black ſhip the Pylian prince he found; 

There calls a ſenate of the Peers around: 

TY aſſembly plac'd, the king of men expreſt 

The counſels labouring in his artful breaſt. 
Friends and confederates | with attentive ear 

Receive my werds, and credit what you hear. 

Late as I ſlumber'd in the ſhades of night, 

A dream divine sppear'd before my ſight * 

Whoſe viſionary form like Neſtor came, 

The ſame in habit, and in mien the ſame. 

The heavenly phantom hover'd o'er my head, 

And, doſt thou ſleep, Oh Atreus' ſon ? (he ſaid) 

Ill fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 

Directs in council, and in war, preſides, 

To whom its ſafety a whole people owes ; 

To waſte long nights in indolent repoſe. 

Monarch, awake! "tis Jove's command [I bear, 

Thou and thy glory claim his heavenly care. 
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In juſt array draw forth th' embattled train, 
And lead the Grecians to the duſty plain; 

Ev'n now, Otking ! tis given thee to deſtroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 

For now no more the Gods with fate contend, - 
At Juno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 

And nodding Ilion waits th' impending fall. 
This hear obſervant, and the gods obey ! 
The viſion ſpoke, and paſt in air away. 
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Unite, and rouze the ſons of Greece to arms. 
But firſt with caution try what yet they dare, 
Worn with nine years of unſucceſsful war ? 
To move the troops to meaſure back the main, 
Be mine; and yours the province-to detain. 
He ſpoke, and fat ; when Neſtor riſing, ſaid, 
(Neftor, whom Pylos' ſandy realms obey d) 
Princes of Greece, -your faithful ears incline, 
Nor doubt the viſion of the powers. divine; 
Sent by great Jove to him who rules the hoſt, 
Forbid it heaven] this warning ſhould be loſt! 
Then let us hafte, - obey the God's alarms, | 
And join to rouze the fons of Greece to arms. 
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Diſſolve the council, and their chief obey: 

The ſceptred rulers lead; the following hoſt 

Pour'd forth by thouſands, darkens all the coaſt. 

As from ſome rocky Cleft the ſhepherd ſees 

Cluſtering in heaps on heaps the driving bees, 
\ 
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Now, valiant chiefs } fince heaven itſelf alarms; 


Thus ſpoke the ſage : the kings without delay 
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Rolling, and blackening, ſwarms ſucceeding ſwarms, 


With deeper murmurs and more hoarſe. alarms ; 


Duſky they ſpread, a cloſe. embody'd croud, 115 


And o'er the vale deſcends the living cloud. 

So, from the tents and ſhips, a lengthening train 
Spreads all the beach, and wide o'erſhades the plain: 
Along the region runs a deafening ſound; . _ 
Beneath their footſteps groans the trembling ground. 


Fame flies before, the meſſenger of Jove, 121 


And ſhining ſoars, and claps her wings above. 
Nine ſacred haralds now, proclaiming, loud 
The monarch's will, ſuſpend the liſtening croud. 


| Soon as the throngs in order rang'd appear, 125 


And fainter murmurs dy'd upon the ear, 
The King of Kings his awful figure rais'd ;' 
High in his hand the golden ſceptre blaz d: 
The golden ſceptre, of celeſtial frame, 


Ry Vulcan form'd, from Jove to Hermes came: 130 


To Pelops he th' immortal gift refign'd ; 
Th' immortal gift great Pelops left behind, 
In Atreus' hand, which not with Atreus ends, 
To rich Thyeſtes next the prize deſcends; 
And now the mark of Agatneninon'$reign, 13 5 
Subjects all Argos, and controls the main. | 

On this bright ſceptre now the king reclin'd. 
And artful thus pronounc'd the ſpeech defign'd, 
Ye ſons of Mars! partake your leader's care, 
Heroes of Greece, and brothers of the war ! 
Of partial Jove with juſtice I complain, 
And heavenly oracles belicv'd in vain. 
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A ſafe return was promis'd to our toils, 
Renown'd, triumphant, and enrich'd with ſpoils. 
"Naw ſhameful flight alone can fave the hoſt, - 145 
Our blood, our treaſure, and our glory loſt. g 
So. Joye decrees, reſiſtleſs lord of all! | 

At whoſe command whole empires riſe or fall: 

He ſhakes the feeble props of human truſt, 

And towns and armies humbles to the duſ. 1 55 
What ſhame to Greece a fruitleſs war to wage, 
Oh laſting ſhame in every future age ! 

Once great in arms, the common ſcorn we grow, 
Repus'd and baffled by a feeble foe. | | 

Se: ſmall their number, that if wars werg ceas'd, 155 
And Greece triuſphant held a general feaſt, 

All rank'd by tens; whole decads when they dine 
Muſt want a Trojan ſlavæ to pour the wine. | 

But other forces have our hopes o'erthrown, 

And Troy prevails by armies not her own. 169 
Now nine long years of mighty Jove are run, 

Since firſt the labours of this war begun : 

Our cordage torn, decay'd our veſſels lie, 

And ſcarce enſure the wretched power to fly. 

Haſte then, for ever leaye the Trojan wall ! 163 
Our weeping wives, our tender children call: 

Love, duty, ſafety, ſummon us away, = 
*Tis nature's voice, and nature we obey. 
Our ſhatter'd barks may yet tranſport us o'er, 
Safe and inglorious, to our native ſhore, 

Fly, Grecians, fly, your ſails and oars employ, 
And dream no moxe of hgayen-detcnded Troy. 
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is deep deſign unknown, the hoſts approve 
Atrides' ſpeech. The mighty numbers move. 
So roll the billows to th' Icarian ſhore, 175 
From Eaſt and South when winds begin {to- roar, 
Burſt their dark manſions in the clouds, and ſweep 1 
The whitening ſurface of the ruffled deep. 
And as on corn whey weſtern guſts deſcend, 
Before the blaſt the lofty harveſts bend: 180 
Thus o'er the field the moving hoſt appears, 
With nodding plumes anderes of waving ſpears. 
The gathering murmur ſpreads, their trampling feet 
Beat the looſe ſands, and thicken to the fleet. 
With long-reſounding cries they urge the train 183 
To fit the ſhips; and launch into the main. 
They toil, they ſweat, chick clouds of duſt ariſe, 
The doubling clamours echo to the ſkies. - | 
\ Ev'n then the Greeks had left the hoſtile. plain, 
And fate decreed the fall of Troy in vain 190 
But Jove's imperial queen their flight ſurvey'd, 
And ſighing thus beſpoke the blue-ey'd maid. 
Shall then the Grecians fly! O dire diſgrace? 
And leave unpuniſh'd this perfidious race ? 
Shall Troy, ſhall Priam, and. th* adulterous ſpouſe, 
In peace enjoy the fruits of broken. vows ? 
And braveſt chiefs, in Helen's quarrel ſlain, 
Lie unreveng'd on yon deteſted plain? 
No: let my Greeks, unmov'd by vain alarms, 
Once more refulgent ſhine in brazen arms. 
Haſte, Goddeſs, haſte ! the flying hoſt detain, 
Nor let one fail-be hoiſted on the main. 
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Pallas obeys, and from Olympus' height 
Swift to the ſhips precipitates her flight; 
Ulyſſes, firſt in public cares, ſhe found, 
For prudent counſel like the Gods renown'd : 
Oppreſs'd with generous grief the hero ſtood, 
Nor drew his ſable veſſels to the flood; 
And is it thus, divine Lizrtes' ſon}: | 
Thus fly the Greeks (the martial maid 8 | 
Thus to their country bear their own diſgrace, - 
And fame eternal leave to Priam's ma... 
Shall beautegus Helen {till remain unfreed, 
Still unreyeng'd, a thouſand heroes bleed? 
Haſte, generous Ithacus ! prevent the ſhame, - 215 | 
Recall your armies, and' your chiefs reclaim. | 
Your own reſiſtleſs eloquence employ, + 
And to th' immortals truſt the fall of Troy. 
The voice divine confeſs'd the warlike maid, | 
Ulyſſes heard, nor uninſpir' d obey'd : 220 
Then meeting firſt Atrides, from his hand N 
Receiv d th” imperial ſceptre of command. 
Thus graced, attention and reſpect to gain, 
He runs, he flies through all the Grecian train, 
Each prince of name, or chief in arms approv d, 225 
He fir d with praiſe, or with perſuaſion mov'd. 
Warriours like you, with ſtrength and wiſdom bleſt, 
By brave examples ſhould confirm the reſt. 
The monarch's will not yet reveal'd appears; 
He tries our courage, but reſents our fears. 230 
Th' unwary Greeks his fury may provoke ; | 
Not thus the king in ſecret council ſpoke, 
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Jove loves our chief, from Jove his honour ſprings, 
Beware! for dreadful is the wrath of kings. 

But if a clamorous vile plebeian roſe, 235 
Him with reproof he check'd, or tam*d.with blows: . 
Be ſtill, thou ſlave, and to thy betters yield; 

Unknown alike in council and in field! 

Ye Gods, what daſtards would our hoſt command? 
Swept to the war, the lumber of a land. ' 24 
Be ſilent, wretch, and think not here allow'd 

That worſt of tyrants, an- uſurping croud, 

To one ſole monarch Jove commits the ſway ;- 

His are the laws, and him let all obe yr. | 

With words like theſe the troops Ulyſſes rul 4 245 
The loudeſt filenc'd, and the fierceſt cool'd. | 
Back to th' aſſembly roll the thronging train, 

Deſert the ſhips, and pour upon the plain. a 
| Murmuring they move, as when old Ocean roars, 


And heaves huge purges to the trembling ſhores : 250 


The groaning banks are burſt with bellowing ſound, 
The rocks remurmur, and the deeps rebound. 

At length the tumult ſinks, the noiſes ceaſe, 

And a ſtill ſilence Julls the camp to peace, 

Therſites only clamour'd in the throng. . | "5s 
Loquacious, loud, and turbulent of tongue: : 

Aw'd by no ſhame, by no reſpe& control d. 
In fcandal buſy, in reproaches bold : | ; 
With witty malice ſtudious to defame; 

Scern all his joy, and laughter all his aim, 260 
But chief he glory'd with licentious ſtile, 


To laſh the great, and Wen revile, x 
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His figure ſuch as might his ſoul proclaim ; ; 

One eye was blinking, and one leg was lame: 

His mountain-ſhoulders half his breaſt o'erfpread, 26 3 
Thin hairs beſtrew'd his long miſ-ſhapen head. 


_ Spleen to mankind his envious heart poſſeſt, 


And much he hated all, but moſt the beſt. 
Ulyſſes or Achilles ſtill his theme; 

But royal ſcandal his delight ſupreme, 
Long had he liv'd the ſcorn of every Greek, 
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Venxt when he ſpoke, yet ſtill they heard him ſpeak. 


Sharp was his voice; which, in the ſhrilleſt tone, 
Thus with injurious taunts attack'd the throne. 


'Amidft the glories of ſo brightea reign, 275 


What moves the great Atrides to complain ? 

"Tis thine whate'er the warriour's Breaſt inflames, 

The golden ſpoil, and thine the lovely dames. 

With all the wealth our wars and blood beſtow, 

Thy tents are crouded, and thy cheſts o'erflow. 280 

Thug at full caſe in heaps of riches roll'd, | 

What grieves the monarch? Is it thifſt of gold? 

Say, ſhall we march with our unconquer'd powers, 

(The Greeks and I) to Ilioh's hoſtile" towers, 

And bring the race of royal baſtards here, 235 

For Troy to ranſom at a price too-dear ? W 

But ſafer plunder thy own hoſt ſupplies ; 

Say, would'ſt thou ſeize ſome valiant leader's prize 2 

Or, if thy heart to generous love be led? 

Some captive fair, to bleſs thy kingly bed? 290 

Whate'er our maſter craves, ſubmit we muſt, 

Plagued with his pride, or puniſh'd for his luſt. 
ö | ooh 
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Fiche, 
oh women of Achaia! men no mote ! I 
Hence let us fly, and let him is ſtore | 
In loves and pleaſures on the Phry eh ſhore. 295 J 
We may be wanted on ſome bulſy- Þ 
When Hector comes? ſo great Achilles may: 
From him he forc'ꝰthe prize we jointly gave, 
From him, the fierce, the fearleſs, and the brave : 
And durſt he, as he ought, reſent that wrong, 300 
This mighty tyrant were no tyrant long. F 
Fierce from his ſeat at this Ulyſſes ſprings, 
In generous vengeance of the king of kings. 
With indignation ſparkling in his eyes, 
He views the wretch, and ſternly thus replies. 308 
Peace, factious monſter, born to vex the ſtate, 
With wrangling talents form'd for foul cate : ; 
Curb that impetuous tongue, nor, ra 
And fingly mad, aſperſe the ſoyereigy reign. 
Have wdmot known theee, ſlave ! of All our hoſt, 310 
The man who acts the leaſt, upbraids the moſt ? 
Think not the Greeks to ſhameful flight to bring, 
Nor let thoſe lips profane the name of king. 
For our return we truſt the heavenly powers; „ 
Be that their care; to: fight like men be ours. 3175 
But Crant the hoſt with wealth the general load, | 
Except detraction, what haſt thou beſtow'd ? 
Suppoſe ſome hero, ſhould his ſpoils reſign, . 
Art thou. that hero, could thoſe ſpoils be thine > 
| Gods! let me periſh on this hateful ſhore, 320 
And let theſe eyes behold my ſon no more; 
If, on thy next offence, this hand forbear 
To ſtrip thoſe arms thou ill deſerv'ſt to wear, 
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73 POPE'S HOMER. 
Expel the council where our pritftes meet, 
And ſend thee fcourg'd and howling through the fleet, 32; 

He faid, and. cowering as the daſtard bends, 
The weighty ſceptre on his back deſcends: | 
On the round bunch the bloody tumours riſe ; 
The tears ſpring ſtarting from his haggard eyes: 
Trembling he ſat, and ſhrunk in abje& fears, 330 
From his vile viſage wip'd the ſcalding tears. 
While to his neighbour each expreſs'd his thought: 
Ye Gods ! what wonders has Ulyſſes wrought ! 
What fruits his conduct and his courage yield ; 
Great in the council, glorious in the field! 335 
_ Generous he riſes in the crown's defence 
To curb the factious tongue of inſolence. 
Such juſt examples on. offenders ſhown, 
edition filence, and aſſert the thrque. 
Twas thus the general voice the hero prais'd, 240 
Who; riſing, high th' imperial ſceptre-rais'd : 
The blue-ey'd Pallas, his celeſtial friend, 
(In form a herald) bade the crouds attend. 
Th' expecting erouds in ſtill attention hung, 
To hear the wiſdom of his heavenly tongue. 345 
Then deeply thoughtful, pauſing ere he ſpoke, 
His ſilence thus the prudent hero broke. 

Unhappy monarch ! whom the Grecian race, 
With ſhame deſerting, heap with vile diſgrace, 
Not ſuch at Argos was their generous vow, 4350 


* 


Once all their voice, but ah ! forgotten now: 
Ne er to return, was then the common cry, 


Till Troy 3 ſtructures ould: in aſhes lie. 
f | Behold 


— 4 


TLIAD, 'Boox H. 79 
Behold them weeping for their native ſhore ! 

What could their wives or helpleſs children more? 355 
What heart but melts to leave the tender train, 
And, one ſhort month, endure the wintry main? 
Few leagues remov'd, we with our peaceful ſeat, 
When the ſhip toſſes, and the tempeſts beat: 
Then well may this long ſtay provoke their tears, 360 
The tedious length 6f nine revolving years. 

Not for their grief the Grecian hoſt I blame; 

But vanquiſh'dg baffled ! oh eternal ſhame! 

Expect the time to Troy's deſtruction given, 

And try the faith of Chalcas and of heaven. 363 
What paſs'd at Aulis, Greece can witneſs bear, 
And all who live to breathe this Phrygian air. 

Beſide a fountain's ſacred brink we rais'd - 

Our verdant altars, and the victims blaz'd; 

(Twas where the plane- tree ſpread its Kaki arolind) 
The altars heav'd; and from the crumbling ground 

A mighty dragon ſhot, of dire portent; 

From Jove himſelf the dreadful ſign was ſent. 

Straight to the tree his ſanguine ſpires he rl'd, 
And curl'd around in many a winding fold. 375 
The topmoſt branch a mother-bird. poſſeſt 
Eighk callow infants fill'd the-molly neſt ; 
Herkelf the ninth ; the ſerpent as he hung, 
Stretch'd his black jaws, and craſh'd the Erying young; 
While hoveri ing near, with miſerable moan, 380 
The drooping mother waiPFd her children gone. 

The mother tiff as round the neſt the flew, 


deiz d by thecbeating wing, the monſter. flew; 
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Nor long ſurviv'd ; to marble turn'd, he ſtand: 
A laſting prodigy on Aulis' ſands. 
Such was the will of Jove ; and hence v dare- 
Truſt in his omen, and ſupport the war. 
For while around we gaze with wondering eyes, 
And trembling ſought the powers with ſacrifice, 
Full of his God, the reverend Chalcas cried, 390 
Ye Grecian warriours ! lay your fears aſide. 
This wondrous. ſignal Jove himſelf diſplays, 
Of long, long labours, but eternal praiſe. 
As many birds as by the ſnake were ſlain, 
So many years the toils of Greece remain ; 395 
But wait the tenth, for Ilion's fall decreed: | 
Thus ſpoke the prophet, thus the fates ſucceed. 
Obey, ye Grecians ! with ſubmiſſion wait, 
Nor-let your flight avert the Trojan fate. 

He ſaid : the ſhores with loud applauſes ſound, 400 
The hollow ſhips each deafening ſhout rebound. 
Then Neſtor thus—Theſe vain debates forbear, 
Ye talk like children, not like heroes dare. 
Where now are all your high reſolves at Jaſt ? 
_ Your leagues concluded, your engagements paſt ? 40% 
Vow'd with libations and with victims then, 
Now vaniſh'd like their ſmokg: the faith of men! 
While uſeleſs words conſume th' unactive hours, 
No wonder Troy ſo. long reſiſts our powers. 
Riſe, great Atrides ! and with courage ſway; 410 
We march to war if thou direct the way. | 
But leave the few that dare reſiſt thy laws, 


The mean deſerters of the Grecian cauſe, 2 B 
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To grudge the conqueſts mighty Jove prepares, 
And view with envy our ſucceſsful wars. 
On that great day when firſt the martial train, 
Big with the fate cf Ilion, plow'd the main; 

' Jove, on the right, a proſperous ſignal ſent, 
And thunder rolling ſhook the firmament. 
Encourag'd hence, maintain the glorious ſtrife, 
Till every ſoldier graſp F Phrygian wife, 

Till Helen's woes at full reveng'd appear, 

And Troy's proud matrons render tear for tear. 
Before that day, if any Greek invite 

His country's troops to baſe, inglorious Aight ; 

Stand forth that Greek! and hoiſt his fail to fly, 
And die the daſtard firſt, - who dreads to die. 

But now, O monarch ! all thy chiefs adviſe : 

Nor what they offer, thou thyſelf deſpiſe. 

Among thoſe councils, let not mine be vain; 

In tribes and nations to divide thy train; 

His ſeparate troops let every leader call, 

Each ſtrengthen each, and all encourage all: 

What chief, or ſoldier, of the numerous band, - 

Or bravely fights, or ill obeys command, "435 
When thus diſtin& they war, ſhall ſoon be known, + 
And what the cauſe of Ilion not o'er-thrown ; 

If fate reſiſts, or if our arms are ſlow, 

If Gods above pi event, or men below. 

To him the king: How much thy years excel 440 
In arts of council, and in ſpeaking well! | 
O would the Gods, in love to Greece, decree 
But ten ſuch ſages as they grant in Nee; 
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Such wiſdom ſoon ſhould Priam's force deſtroy. 
And ſoon ſhould fall the haughty towers of Troy! 
But Jove forbids, who plunges thoſe he hates 
In fierce contention and in vain debates. 

Now great Achilles from our aid withdraws, 
By me provok'd; a captive maid the cauſe : 

If eber as friends we join, the Trojan wall. 
Muſt ſhake, and heavy will the vengeance fall! 
But now, ye warriours, take a ſhort repaſt; 
And well-refreſh'd, to bloody conflict haſte. 
His ſharpened ſpear let every Grecian wield, 
And every: Grecian fix his brazen ſhield; 

Let all excite the fiery ſteeds of war, 

And all for combat fil the rattling car. 

This day, this dreadful day, let each contend; 
No reſt, no reſpite, till the ſhades deſcend ; 
Till darkneſs, or till death, ſhali cover all: 
Let the war bleed, and let the mighty fall! 
Till bath'd in ſweat be every manly breaſt, 
With the huge ſhield each brawny arm depreſt, 
Fach aching nerve refuſe the lance to throw, 
And each ſpent courſer at the chariot blow. 
Who, dares, inglorious, in his ſhips to ſtay, 
Who dares to tremble on this ſignal day; 
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That wretch, too mean to fall by martial power, 


The birds ſhall mangle, and the dogs devour. 


The monarch ſpoke ; and ſtraight a murmur roſe, 


Loud as the ſurges when the tempeſt blows, _ 
That daſh'd on broken rocks tumultuous roar, 
And foam and thunder on the ſtony thore, 


Straight 


Straight to the tents the troops 8 bend, 

The fires: are kindled; and the ſmokes aſcend; 475 
With haſty feaſts they ſacriſicg, and pray 

T' avert the dangers. of the doubtful day. 

A ſteer of five years* age, large limb'd, and fed, 


' To Jove's high altars Agamemnon led: 


There bade the nobleſt of the Grecian peers ; 430 
And Neſtor firſt, as moſt advanc'd in years. | 
Next came Idomeneus, and Tydeus' lon, 
Ajax the-leſs, and Ajax Telamon ; 
Then wiſe Ulyſſes in his rank was plac'd.; 
And Menelaus came unbid, the laſt. 435 
The chiefs ſurround the deſtin'd beaſt, and take 
The ſacred offering of the ſalted cake: 
When thus the king prefers his ſolemn prayer, 
Oh thou! whoſe thunder rends the clouded-air, 
Who in the heaven of heavens has fix d thy throne, 
Supreme of Gods] unboundꝭd and alone 
Hear! and before the burning ſun deſcends, 
Before the night her gloomy veil extends, 
Low in the duſt be laid yon hoſtile ſpires, 0 
Be Priams palace ſunk in Grecian fires, 494% 
In Hector's breaſt be plung'd this ſhining ſword, 
And ſlaughter'd heroes groan around their lord 

Thus pray'd the chief: his unavailing prayer 
Great Jove refus'd, and toſt in empty air: 

he God averſe, while yet the fumes aroſe, oo 
repar'd new toils, and doubled woes on woes. 

beir prayers perform'd, the chiefs the rite purſue, 

he barley ſprinkled, and the victim flew, . 
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No more they ſigh, inglorious to return, 
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The limbs they fever from th” Incloſing hide, 

The thighs, ſelected to the Gods, divide. 50; 
On theſe, in double cauls involy'd with art, x 
The choiceſt morſels lie from every part. 

From the cleft wood the crackling flames aſpire, 
While the fat victim feeds the ſacred fire. 

The thighs thus ſacrific'd, and entrails dreſt, 510 
Th' aſſiſtants part, transfix, and roaſt the reſt ; 
Then ſpread the tables, the repaſt prepare, 
Each takes his ſeat, and each receives his 1 
Soon as the rage of hunger was ſuppreſt, 
The een Wir thus the prince addr 
Now bid thy heralds«ſound the 
And call the ſquadrons ſheath'd in brazen arms: 

| Now ſeize th occaſion, now the? troops ſurvey, 


And lead to war when heaven directs the way. 


He aid; the monarch iſſued his commands; 520 
Straight the loud heralds call the gathering bands, 
The chiefs incloſe their king; the hoſt divide, 

In tribgs and nations rank'd on either 4 

High in the midſt the biue- ey 'd Virgin flies; 7 
From rank to rank ſhe darts her ardtent eyes: Fa; 
The dreadful ægis, Jove's immortal ſhield, 

Blaz'd on her arm, and ligktened all the field: 
Round the vaſt orb an hundred ſerpents roll'd, 
Form'd the bright fringe, and {eem'd to burn in gold, 
With this each Grecian's man breaft ſhe warms,, 530 


Swells their bold hearts, and ſtrings their nervous arms; 
» 


But breath revenge, and for the combat burn, 
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As on ſome mountain, through the lofty grove, 
The crackling flames aſcend, and blaze above ; 535 
The fires expanding as the winds ariſe, | 
Shoot their long beams, and kindle half the ſkies : 

So from the poliſh'd arms, and brazen ſhields, 

A gleamy ſplendour flaſh'd along the fields. 

Not leſs their number than th* embody'd cranes, 549 
Or milk-white ſwans in Afius* watery plains, ' 

That or the windings of Ciyſter's ſprings, - 

tretch their long necks, and clap their ruſtling wings, 
Now gower aloft, and courſ&1n airy rounds 
Now light with noiſe; with noiſe the field reſounds. 
Thus numerous and confus'd, extending wide, 

The legions croud Scamander's flowery ſide ; 7 
With ruſhing troops the plains are cover'd o'er, 

And thundering footiteps ſhake the ſounding ſhore. 
Along the river's level meads they ſtand, 550 
Thick as In ſpring the flowers adorn the land, 


Or leaves the trees; or thick as inſeßts play, 


The wandering nation of a fi r's day, 

That, drawn by milky ſteaſns, at evening hours, 
rural howers; 6555 
From pail to pail with buſy murmur run 

The gilded legions, glittering in the ſun. 

So throng*d, ſo cloſe, the Grecian ſquadrons ſtood 


ach leader now his ſcatter'd force conjoins, 560 
cloſe array, and forms the deepening lines. 


| Ae arms, and thirſt for Trojan blood. 
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Not with more eaſe, the ſkilful ſhepherd ſwain 


ea his flocks from thouſands on the plain. 
"ES | 
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The King of Kinzs; majeſtically tall, 
Towers o'er his armi&, and outſhines them all: 56; 
Like ſome proud bull that round the paſtures leads 

His ſubject-herds, the monarch: of the meads. 
Great as the Gods, th exalted chief was ſeen Y 
His ſtrength like Neptune, and like Mars his mien, 
Jove o'er his eyes celeſtial glories ſpread, 570 
And dawning conqueſt play'd ærourd his head. 

Say, Virgins, ſeated round the throne divine, 

 All-knowing Goddeſſes! immortal Nine! 

Since earth's wide regions, heaven's unmeaſur'd height, 

And hellis abyſs, hide nothing from your ſight, 57; 

(We, wretched mortals ! loſt in doubts below, 

But gueſs by rumour, and but boaſt we kHoπ].) 

Oh ſay what heroes, fir'g by thirſt of fame, 

Or urg'd by wrongs, to Troy's deſtruction came? 

To count them all, demands a thouſand tongues, 580 

A throat of braſs and adamantine lungs. 

Daughters of Jove, aſſiſt! inſpir'd by you 

The mighty labour dauntleſs I purſue : 

What crouded armies, from what elimes they bring, 
Their names, their numbers, and their chiefs, I ſing, 


Tur CATALOGUE OF THE SH1Ps. 
Tux hardy warriours whom Bœotia bred, 
Perelius, Leitus, 'Prothetnor led: + 
With theſe Arcefilaus and Clonius ſtand, 
Equal in arms, and equal in command. 
Theſe head the troops that rocky Aulis yields, 590 


And Eteon's hills, and Hyrie's watery fields, ] 
. 88 | And 


LO 


nd 


Or Harma where. Apollo's prophet fell; 595 


Oncheſtus, Neptune's celebrated groves ; 600, 
Cop, and Thiſbe, fam'd for filver doves, | 


And Anthedon, Bœotia's utmoſt bbund. 
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And Schoœnos, Scholos, Grza near the main, 
And Mycaleſſia's ample piny ad | 
Thoſe who in Peteon or Hefion dwell, 


Heleon and Hyk, which the ſprings o'erflow ; 
And Medeon lofty, and Ocalea low ; Hs 
Or in the meads of Haliartus ſtray, 3 
Or Theſpia facred to the God of Day. 


For flocks Erythre, Gliffa for the vine; 
Platea green, and Niſa the divine. | 
And they whom Theb?'s well-built walls encloſe, 
Where Myds, Eutreſus, Coron? roſe; 605; _ 
And Arne rich, with purple harveſts crown'd; i | 


Full fifty ſhips they ſend, and each conveys, 
Twice ſixty warriours through the foaming ſeas. 
To theſe ſucceed Afpledon's martial train, 610 
Who plow the ſpacious Orchomenian plain. | 
Two valiant brothers rule the undaiinted throng, 
Ialmen and Aſcalaphus the ſtrong: 
Sons of Aſty oche, the heavenly. fair, 
Whoſe virgin charms ſubdued the God of War: 615 
(In ARor's court as ſhe retir'd to reſt, 
The ſtrength of Mars the bluſhing maid comprèſt) 
Their troops in thirty ſable veſſels ſweep, Y 
With equal oars, the hoarſe-reſounding deep. 
The Phocians next in forty barks repair, 626 
Epiſtrophus and Schedius head the war. | 
A1. 


c 
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From thoſe rich regions where Cephiſſus leads - 
His ſilver current through the flowery meads ; 2 
F rom, Panopea, Chryſa the divine, ; 7 
Where Anemoria's ſtately turrets ſhine, © 625 
Where Pytho, Daulis, Cypariſſus ſtood, 
And fair Lilæa views the riſing flood. 
Theſe rang'd in order on the floating tide, 
\ Cloſe, on the left, the bold Bœotians fide. | a 

Fierce Ajax led the Locrian ſquadrons on, 639 
Ajax the leſs, Oileus' valiant ſon; F bogs War | 
Skill'd to direct the flying dart aright ; ha : 
Swift in purſuit, and active in the fight. 
Him, as their chief, the choſen troops attend, „ 
Which Beſſa, Thronus, And rich @ynosNend 
Opus, Calliarus, and Scafphe's bands ; 12 g 


And thoſe who dwell where pleaſing Augia ſtands, 
And where Boigrius floats the lowly lands, 

--Or in fair Tarphe's fylvan ſeats reſide; _ | 
In forty veſſels cut the liquid tide. - + 640 
" EFubcea next her martial ſons prepares, | 
And ſends the brave Abantes to the wars : 

+ e Breathing revenge, in arms they take their way 

From Chalcis' walls, and ſtrong Eretria ; 

Th' Iſteian fields ſsr:generous vines renown'd, 645 
The fair Cariſtos, and the Styrian ground; | 
Where Dios from her towers o'erlooks the plain, 

Ard high Cerinthus views the neighbouring main. 
Down their broad ſhoulders falls a length of hair ; - 
Their hands diſmiſs not the long lance in air; 3 . 650 
But with portended ſpears in fighting fields, 


Pierce the tough corſelets and the brazen ſhields. 
| 3 Twice 
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Twice twenty ſhips tranſport the warlike bands, 6 1 

Which bold Elphenor, fierce in arms, commands. =_ 

Full. fifty more from Athens ſtem the main, 655 3) 
Led by Meneſtheus through the liquid plain, 1 


(Athens the fair, where great Ereftheus ſway'd, 
That ow'd his nurture to the biue- eyed maid, 
But from the teeming furrow took his birth, 


The mighty offspring of the-foodful earth. 66 
Him Pallas plac'd amidſt her wealthy fane, 
Ador'd with ſacrifice and oxen ſlain; 25 a 


Where, as the years revolve, her altars blaze, 
And all the tribes reſcund the Goddaſs' praiſe) | + 
No chief like thee, Meneſtheus! Greece could my 
To marſhal armies in the duſty field, 

Th' extended wings of battle to diſplay, 

Or cloſe th' embody*'d hoſt in firm array. 

Neſtor alone, improv'd by length of days, | 
For martial conduct bore an equal praiſe. 670 
Wich theſe appear the Salaminian bands, * 
Whom the gigantic Telamon commands; . 
In twelve black ſhips to Troy they ſteer their courſe, 

And with the great Athenians join theif force. 

Next move to war the generous Argive train, 
From high Frœzenè, and Maſeta's plain, , | 
And fair ZEgina circled'by the man: > 
Whom ſtrong Tyrinthè's lofty walls ſurround, 
nnd Epidaur with viny harveſts erown'd ; 

And where fair Aſinen and Hermion "TR 680 
Their vliffs above, and ample bay below, 
Theſe by the brave Euryalus were led, 
Qreat Sthenelus, and greater Diomed, 


/ 


But 
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But chief Tydides bore the ſovereign es * 


| Cleonè, Corinth, with imperial towers, 


Tbe fair- one's grief, and ſees her falling tears. 


9%ĩß6 PoOPE'S HOMER. 


In fourſcore barks they plow the watery way. ' 63 5 
The proud Mycenè arms her martial powers, 


Fair Arzthyrea, Ornia's fruitful plain, 

And Zgion, and Adraſtus' ancient reign ; 

And. thoſe who dwell along the ſandy ſhore, 690 
And where Pellenè yields her fleecy _ | 
Where Helicz and Hypezeha lie, 


— And Gonoefſa's ſpires ſalute the ſky. 


Great Agamemnon rules the numerous. band, ? 
A hundred veſſels gn long order ſtand, * 695 N 


And crouded nations wait his dread command. J 


High on the deck the king of men appears, 


And his refulgent arms in triumph wears; 
Proud of his hoſt, unrival'd in his reign, |, 
In filent pomp he moves along the main. 700 


His brother follows, and to-vengeance warms * 
The hardy Spartans exercis'd in arms; 

Phares and Bryſia's valiant troops, and thoſe 
Whom Lacedæmon's lofty hills incloſe: /, pat 
Or Meſſe's towers for ſilver doves renown 'd; 705 
Amyclz, Laas, Augia's happy ground, j | 
And thoſe whom Oetylos' low walls , 
And Helos, on the margin of the main: 

Theſe, o'er the bending ocean, Helen's cauſe, A 


In fixty ſhips with Menelaus draws : \ | 710 
| Eager and loud from man to man he flies, © 


Revenge and fury flaming in his eyes ; 
While, vainly fond, in fancy oft he hears 


In 


8 
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In nir ty ful, from Pylo's ſandy coaſt, = 2 
- Neſtor the ſage conducts his choſen hoſt : 


From Amphigenia's ever fruitful land; 
Where Epy high, and little Pteleon and 5 


Where beauteous Arenè her ſtructures ſhows, * 
And Thryan's walls Alpheus' ftreams incloſe: 72 


And Dorion, fam d for Thamyris* diſgrace, 
Superiour once of all the tuneful race, 7 


Till, vain of mortals empty praiſe, he ſtrobe 


To match the ſeed of cloud-compelling Jove ! | 
T 00 daring bard | whoſe unſucceſsful pride yz 
Th' immortal Muſes in their art defy d. , 


Th' avenging Muſes of the light of day 
Depriv'd his eyes, and ſnatch'd his voice away; 
No more his heaventy voice was heard to ſing, 
His hand no more awak'd the ſilver ſtring. 730 


Where under high Cyllenè, crown'd with wood, 
The ſfladed tomb of old Æpytus ſtood ; 


Et oj af 
From Ripe, Stratie, Tegea's bordering towns, 


The Phenean fields, and Orchomenian downs, 
, « Where the fat herds in plenteous paſture rove; 735 
And Stymphelus with her ſurrounding grove, _* + 


Parrhaſia, on her ſnowy cliffs reclin'd, 

And high Eniſpè ſhook by wintry wind, 

And fair Mantinea's ever- pleaſing ſite; 2 
In fixty fail th' Arcadian bands unite. 740 
Bold Agapenor, glorious at their head, | 
(Ancæus' fon) the mighty ſquadron led. . 


Their ſhips, ſupply d by Agamemnon's care, h 
Through roaring ſeas the wondering warriours bear; 


The 
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The firſt to battle on th appointed plain, | 749 
But new to all the dangers of the main. 

Thoſe, where fair Elis and Bupraſium j join; 
Whom Hyrmin, here, and Myrſinus confine, 
And bounded there, where o'er the valleys roſe 
4h' Olenian rock; and where Aliſium flows; 750 
Beneath four chiefs (a numerous army) came: 

The ſtrength and glory of th Epean name. © A 
In ſeparate ſquadrens theſe their train divide, 
Each leads ten veſſels through the yielding tide. ' | 
One was, Amphimachus, and Thalpius one; 75 $ 
(Eurytus' this, and that Teatus* fon) * ; | 
Diores ſprung from Amarynceus' line; 

And great Polyxenus, of force divine. 

But thoſe who view fair Elis o'er: the ſeas | 
From the bleſt iſlands of th* Echinades, 76e 
In forty veſſels under Meges move, | 
Begot by Phyleus the belov'd of Jove. 

To ſtrong Dulichium from his fire he- fled, 
And: thence to Troy his hardy warriours led. 
Ulyſſes follow'd throngh the watery road, 765 
A chief, in wiſdom equal to a Gd. 
With thoſe whom Cephalenia's iſle indos'd, 
Or till their fields along the coaſt oppos'd ; 
Or where fair Ithaca o'erlooks the floods, ; 
Where high Neritos ſhakes his waving woods, 770 
Where ZEgilipa's rugged ſides are ſeen, 3 
Crocylia rocky, and Zacynthus green. 
Theſe. in twelve galleys with vermilion prores, 
Beneath his — ſought the Phrygian ſhores. 
a Thoas 


£3 * 
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Thoas came next, Andræmon's valiant ſon, 775 


From Plearon' s walls, and chalky Calydon, 
* Ayd rh Pylenè, and th' Olenian ſteep, 
And Chalcis beaten by the rolling deep. 

He led the warriours from th' ZEtolian ſhore, . 


For now the ſons of Oeneus were no more! 780 


The glories of the mighty race were fled! 
Oencus himſelf, and Meleager dead! 

To Thoas' care now truſt the martial train, 
His forty veſſels follow through the main. 


Next eigltty barks the Cretan king commands, ods 


Of Gnoſſus, Lyctus, and Gortyna's bands, 
And thoſe who dwell where Rhytion's demes ariſe, 
Or white Lycaſtus glitters to the ſkics, 

Or where by Thæſtus filver Jardan runs ; 


Crete's hundred cities pour forth all her ſons. 790 


7Theſe march'd, Idomeneus, beneath thy care, 

And Merion, dreadful as the God of war. 
Tlepolemus, the ſon of Hercules, 

Led nine ſwift veſſels through the ſoamy ſeas ; | 

From Rhodes with ever! ing ſunſhine- bright, 795 

Jelyſſus, Lindus, andy/Camirus white. ' 

His captive mother fſerce Alcides bore, 

From Ephyr's walls, \and Selle's winding ſhore, 

Where mighty towns icruins ſpread the plain, 


And ſaw their blooming warriours early flain. Boe | 


The hero, when to manly years he grew, 
Alcides' uncle, old Licymnius, flew ; 


For this, conſtrain'd to quit his native place, = 


And ſhun the vengeance of tir Herculean race, 
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| By mighty Jove, the ſire of men and Gods; 
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A fleet he built, and with a numerous train 
Of willing exiles, wander'd o'er the main; 
Where, many ſeas and many ſufferings paſt, 
On happy Rhodes the chief arriv d at laſt: 
There in three tribes divides his native band, 
And' rules them peaceful in a foreign land; 
Encreas'd and proſper” d in their new abodes, 


With joy they ſaw the growing empire riſe, 

And ſhowers of wealth deſcending frbm the ſkies. 
Three ſhips with Nireus ſought the Trojan ſhore, - 

Nireus, whom Aglie to Charopus bore, 

Nireus, in faultleſs ſhape and blooming grace, 

The lovelieſt youth of all the Grecian race; 

Pelides only match'd his early charms ; 


But few his troops, and ſmall his ſtrength in arms. 820 


Next thirty galleys cleave the liquid plain, 
Of thoſe Calydnz's fea-girt iſles contain; 
With them the youth of Niſyrus repair, 


Caſus the ſtrong, and Crapathus the fair ; 
Cos, where Eurypylus poſſeſt the ſway, 825 


Till great Alcides made the realms obey : 
Theſe Antiphus and bold Phidippus bring, 
Sprung from the God by Theſſalus the king. 

Now, Muſe, recount Pelaſgic Argos' powers, 
— Alos, Alopz, and Trechin's towers; 33a 
From Phthia's ſpacious vales ; and Hella, bleſt 
With female beauty far beyond the reſt. 


| Full fifty ſnips beneath Achilles' care, 
42 W Myrmidons, Hellenians bear; 
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Theſſalians all, though various in their name; 835 
The ſame their nation, and their chief the ſame. 
But now inglorious, ſtretch'd*along the ſhore, Tk 
They hear the brazen voice of war no more; | 
No more the foe they face in dire array: 5 
Cloſe in his fleet the angry leader lay; 840 
Since fair Briſeis from his arms was torn, 45 
The nobleſt ſpoil from ſack d Lyrneſſus borne. | 
Then, when the chief the Theban walls o erthrew, 
And the bold ſons of great Evenus ſlew. 
There mourn'd Achilles, plung'd in depth of care, 845 
But ſoon to riſe in ſlaughter, blood, and war. # 0 
To theſe the youth of Phylacè ſucceed, ' 
Itona, famous for her fleecy breed, 
And grafly Pteleon deck'd with cheerful oreens, 
The bowers of Ceres, and the ſylvan ſcenes, 850 
weet Pyrrhaſus, with blooming flowrets crown'd, 
And Antron's watery dens, and cavern'd ground. 
heſe own'd as cluef Protefilas the brave, 
Who now lay filent in the gloomy grave: 
The firſt who boldly touch'd the Trojan ſhore, 855 
And dy'd a Phrygian lance with Grecian gore; 
There lies, far diſtant from hig native plain; 
Unfiniſh'd, his proud palaces remain, 
And his ſad conſort beats hexbicaft i in vain, | 3 
His troops in forty ſhips Podarces led, 860 | 
Iphiclus* ſon, and brother to the dead; | 
Nor he unworthy to command the hoſt ; 
Yet ſtill they mourn'd their ancient leader loſt. 
The men who Glaphyra's fair ſoil partake, 6 
Where hills encircle Bœbe's lowly lake, 863 f 
| | | Where 3 
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| 3 waters fall, 


. 


In ten black 
With bold | 
All Pelias' rade 1 n 850' þ 

The troops Methone or Fhauttcia yieldy 
Olizon's rocks, or Melibeea' s fields, : 
With PhiloRetes ſail'd, whoſe matchleſs art, 

From the tough bow directs the feather'd dart. 875 
Seven were his ſhips ; cach veſſel fifty row, 
Kurd in his ſence of the dart and bow. + 0 
But he lay raging on the Lemnian ground, 

A poiſonous Hydra gave the burning wound; 

There groan'd the chief in agonizing pain, 880 
Whom Greece at length ſhall with, nor with in vain. 
His forces Medon led from Lemnos' ſhore, * 
Oileus' ſon, whom beauteous Rhena bore. 

Th' Oechalian race, in thaſe high towers contain 47 
'Where once Eurytus in proud triumph reign d, 8; W- 
Or where her humbler turrets. Tricca rears, - . 1 
Or where Ithomè, rough with rocks, appears; 355 
In thirty ſail the ſparkling waves divide, 
Which Podalirius and Machaon guide. | 
To theſe his (kill their * Parent-God imparts, 890 
Divine profeſſors of the healing arts. 4 | 

The bold Ormenian and Aſterian bands 
In forty barks Eurypylus commands, 

'Where Titan hides his hoary head in ſnow,. 


And where Hyperia's ſilver fountains low, „895 
| Thy. 
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Thy troops, Argiſſa, Poly de, 
dure 78 


And Eleon, ſhelter'd by Olympus“ fades, 

Gyrtone's warriours ; and Where Orthè lies, 

And Oleoſſon's chalky cliffs ariſe. 

Sprung from Pirithous of immortal racfe, 900 

The fruit of fair Hippodame's embrace, | 

(That gay, when hurl'd from Pelioy's cloddy head, 

To diſtünt dens the mag ſhaggy Centaurs fled) | 

With Polypozteggjoin'd in equal fway * P 

Leontes leads, forty ſhips obey. — 905 
In twenty fail the bold Perrhæbians came 

From Cyphus; Guneus was their leader's name. 2 

With theſe the Emans join'd, and thoſe who freeze 

Where cold Dodona lifts her holy trees; 


Or "where the pleaſing Titareſius glides, ale ET 


And into Peneus rolls his eafy tides; 
vet ober the ſilver ſurface pure they flow, ö 
The ſacred ſtream unmix'd Pith ſtreams below, 
Sacred and awful! From the dark abodes 


| Styx pours them forth, the dreadful oath of Gods! 


Laſt under Prothqus t agneſians ſtood. 


prothous the ſwift, of old Tenchredon 8 blood; 
"Who dwell where Pelion, crown'd with piny boughs, 


Obſcures the glade, and nod$his ſhaggy brows; 


Or where throngh flowery Tempe Peneus ſtray'd, 920 | 


(The region ſtretch'd beneath his mighty ſhade) 

In forty fable barks they ſtemm'd the main; 

Such were the chiefs, and ſuch the Grecian train. 
Say next, O'Muſe! of all Achaia breeds, 


Who braveſt fought, or 1 d the nobleſt ſteeds? 92 5 
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Eumelus' mares were foremoſt in the chace, 
As eagles fleet, and of Pheretian race; 
Bred where Pieria's fruitful fountains flaw; - 

And train'd ky him who bears the ſilver bow; 
Fierce in the fight their noſtrils breath'd a flame. 97 
Their height, their colour, and their age the ſame ; 
of death they whirl the rapid- car, 

| the ranks, and thundcr through the war, 
Ajax in arms the firſt renowh waters | 
While fern Achilles in his wrath xętir d 925 
(His wag-the ſtrength that en ht exceeds, 
And his, th vnrival'd race of. heavenly ſeeds). 

But Thetis' ſon now ſhines in arms no more; 

His troops, neglected on the ſagdy ſnore, 

In empty air their ſportive javelins throw, 94% C 
Or whirl the diſk, or bend an idle bow: - _ . 

Vnſtain d with blood his cover d chariots ſtand 7 1 
Th' immortal courſers graze along the ſtrand 3 1 
But the braye chiefs th! inglorious life deplor'd, If 

I 
T 


And wandering oer the camp. requir'd their lord. 945 
Now, like a deluge, covering all around 

The ſhining armies ſwept along the ground an 

Swift as a flood of fire, when ſtorms ariſe, 

Floats the wide field, and blazes to the ſkies, 

Earth e e them; as when angry Jovey 930 

Hurls down the forky light'ning from, above, 

on Arimè when he the thunder throws, 

And fires Typhæus with redoubled blows, 

Where Typhon, preſt beneath the burning load, 

Still feels the fury of th' avenging God. 95; 
. But 
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But various Iris, Jove's commands to bear, 1 
Speeds on the wings of winds through liquid air; 
In Priam's porch the Trojan chiefs ſhe found, 
The old conſulting, and the youths around. 
Folites" ſhape, the monarch's ſon, ſhe choſe, 960 
Wholfrom Eſetes' tomb ohſerv'd the fbes, 
High on the mound ; from whence in- proſpect lay 
The fields, the tents, the navy, and the bay. 
In this diſſembled form, ſhe haſtes to bring. 
Th' unwelcome meſſage to the Phrygian king, 965 
Ceaſe to. conſult, the time for action calls, | 
War, horrid war, approaches to your walls! 
Aſſembled armies oft have I beheld; FR 
But ne'er till now-ſuch numbers charg' a a field. 
Thick as autumnal lcaves or driving ſand, 970 3 
The moving ſquadrons blacken all the ſtrand. | F\ 
Thou, godlike Hector! all thy force employ, 
Aſſemble all th* united-bands of Troy; 
In juſt array let-every leader call 975 ; 
The foreign troops: this day demands them all. 
The voice divine the mighty chief alarms; 
The council breaks, the warriours ruſh to arms. 
The gates unfolding pour forth all their train, 
Nations on nations fill the duſky plain. 
Men, ſteeds, and chariots, ſhake the trembling ground; 
he tumult thickens, and the {kies reſound. - 
Amidſt the plain in ſight of Ilion ſtands. 
A riſing mount, the work of human bands; 
(This for Myrinhe's tomb th". immortals know, 
Though call'd Bateia in the world below) 985 
8 H 2 Beneath 
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Beneath their chiefs in martial order here, MW 
* auxiliar trogps and Trojan hoſts appear. 
The godlike Hector, high above the relt, 
Shakes his huge ſpear, and nods his plumy creſt: 
In throngs around his native bands repair, 990 
And groves of lances glitter in the air. 
Divine Eneas brings the Dardan race, 
Anchites' fon by Venus? ftolen embrace, 
Born in the ſhades of Ida's fecret grove, 
(A mortal mixing with the Queen of Love) 995 
Archilochus and. Acamas divide | 
The warriour's toils, and combat by his ſide. 
Who fair Zelein's wealthy valleys till, 
F aft by the foot of Ida's ſacred hill; 


Or drink, Æſepus, of thy: ſable flood: | 1000 


Were led by Pandarus, of royal blood. 

To whom his art Apollo deign'd to ſhow, 

Grac'd' with the preſents of his ſhafts and bow. 
From rich Apwſus and Adreſtia's towers, 


Itigh Teree's ſummits, and Pityea's bowers; _ 1005 
From theſe the congregated troops obey 1 


Y onng\g.mphius and Adraftus* equa] ſway : | 
Vld:Merops* fons ; whom, ſkill'd in fates to come, 
The fire techn. d, and propheſy'd their doom: 
Fate urged them on! the fire forewarn'd in vain, 1010 
They ruſh to war, and periſh'd on the plain. 

From PraQius* ſtream, Percote's paſture lands, 
And Seſtos and Abydos' neighbouring Wee 7 
| From great Ariſbg's walls and Selle's coaſt, 


9 5 tacides conducts his hoſt ; Ne 
| High 
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High on his car he makes the flowing reins, 
His fiery courſers thunder o'er the plains. 
The fierce Pelaſgi next, in war rènown'd, 
March from Lariſſa's ever- fertile ground: 
In equal arms their brother leaders ſhine, 1020 
Hippothous bold, and Pyleus the divine, 
Next Acamus and Pyrons lead their hoſts, 
In dread array, from Thracia's wintery cqaſts; 
Round the bleak realms where Helleſpontus roars, 
And Boreas beats the hoarſe-reſounding ſhores. 1025 
With great Euphemus the Ciconians move, 
sprung from Trazenian Ceus, loved by Jove. 
Pyræchmus the Pœonian troops attend, 
Skilb'd in the fight, their crooked bows to bend; 
From Axius' ample bed he leads them on, 1030 
Axius, that laves the diſtant Amydom 
Axius, that ſwells with all bis neighouring rills,” * 
And wide around the floating region fills. ' | 
The Paphlaganians Pylkomincs rules, 


Where rich Henetia breeds her ſavage mules, 1035 
Where Erythinus' riſing elifts are ſeen, ba 
Thy groves of box, Cytorus! ever green; 


And where Egyalus anch Cromna he, 

And lofty Seſamus invades the ſky ; 

And where Partltenius, ro!Fd through banks of flowers, 

Reflets her bordering palaces-and bowers. | 
Here march'd in arms the Haligonian band, 

al 7p Odius and Epiſtrophus cohmand, 

Frem thoſe far regions where the ſuy refines 
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| There, mighty Chromis led the My gam train, 7 
And augur Epnomus, inſpir'd in vain, 
For a Achilles lopt his ſacred head, 
o Roll) d down Scamander with the vulgar dead. 

Phoreis and brave Aſcanius here unite 10 50 
Ibh' Aſcanian Phrygians, eager for the fight. 
Oft thoſe who round Mponin's"realms reſide, 
* Or whom the vales in ſhades of Tmolus hide, 
Meſtles and Antiphus the charge parte 
Rorn on the banks of Gyges' ſilent lake, 1055 


here, from the fields where wild Mæander flows, 
High Mycale, and Natmos“ ſhady brows,, 


And proud Miletes, dame the Carian throngs, 

With mingled clamours, and with barbarous tongues, 
Amphimacus and, Nauſtes guidè the train, 160 
Nauſtes the bold, Amphimachus the vain, 

Who; trick d with gold, and glittering on his car, 
Rode like a woman to the ſield of war, 9 

Fool that he was! by fierge Achilles * <4 

The river ſwept him to the briny main: 1065 
There whelm'd with wavs the gaudy warriour lies; 
The valiant victor ſeiz U the golden prize. 
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5 The forces laſt in fair array ſucceed, 
Which blameleſs Glaucus and Sarpedon lead ; 
= The warlike bands that diſtant Lycia yields,, 2070 
= Where gulphy Xanthus foams along the fields. 
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( The Duel of Menelaus and Parig. 


The TERA being ready to engage, à fingle combat is 
agreed upon between, Menclaus and, Paris (by the 
intervention of Hector). for the determination of the 
- war. Iris is ſent to call Helena to behold the fight, 
She leads her to the walls of Troy, where Priam fat * 
with his counſellors,. obſerving he Grecian leaders 
on the plain below, to whom H-len gives an account 
of the chief of them. The kings on either part take 
the ſolemn oath for the conditions of the combat. 
Fhe-duel enſues, wherein Paris being overcome, is 
ſnatched away in a cloud by Venus, and tranſported 
to his, apartment. She then calls. Helen from the 
- walls, and bringaghe he lovers together. Agamemnon, 
on the part of the Grecians, demands the reſtoration 
ot Helen, and the performance of the articles. 
Ine three and wes. oboe day ſtil] continues through- 
out this Book, The ſcgpe is ſoinetimes in the Fields 
before Troy, and forctumes | in Troy itlelf. 
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T 8 by e neee ene band 


Moyes: igto ranks, andl ſtretehes o'er the land. 
With ſhouts tlie Trojaus ruſhing from afar, - \ 
Procluim their. motions, and provoke the war: 

So when inclement winter vex the plain 
With piercing froſts, or thick-deſcending rain, 

To warmer feas, the Cranes embodied fl, 
With noiſe, and order, thraugbh the mid-way ey; 
To pigryy nations wounds and death they bring, 
And all the war deſcends upon the wing. 10 
But ſilent, breathing rage, reſoly*d:and:fkill ds al 
By mutual aids to fixta doubtful field, — 
Swift: march-the Greeks: the rapid duſt around? 
Darkening ariſes. from: the labour d ground: ; 
Thus from his flaggy wings when Notus ſneds- 175 
A night of vapours round the mountain- heads, ö 
Swifc-pliding miſts the duſky fields invade; 

To thieves more grateful than the midnight ſliade'; 

While ſcarce ghe: ſwains:their feeding flocks furvey, 


Loſt and confus'd amidſt the thickew'd day: 3 

So wrapt in gathering. duſt, the. G recian train, ; \ 

Atmoving cloud, ſwept on, and hid the plain. ? 
| | 2 


W 


. * 


4 


a66 POPE'S HOMER. 
Now front to front the hoſtile armies ſtand. 
*Eager of fight, and only wait command; 
When, to the van, before the ſons of fam 2g. 
Whom Troy ſent forth, the beauteous Paris came, 


| 

In form a God! the panther's ſpeckled hide ( 
Flow o'er his armour with an eaſy pride, "I ( 
His bended bow acroſs his ſhoulders flung, / 
His ſword beſide” him negligently hung, 300 / 
Two pointed ſpears he ſhook with gallant grac, ( 
And dar'd the braveſt of the Grecian race. '$ 1 
As thus, with glorious air and proud diſdain, 1 
He boldly ftalk'd, the foremoſt on the plain, B 
Him Menelaus, lov'd of Mars, elpies, 35 I. 
With heart elated, and with joyful eyes : * 
So j joys a lion, if the branching. ter, * 
Or mountain goat, his bulky prize, appear; A 
Eager he ſeizes and devours the ſlain, da 
Preſt by bold youths, and baying dogs in vain. 49 V. 
Thus fond of vengeance, with a furious bound, 1 
In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground - A 
From his high chariot : him, approaching near, TI 
The beauteous champion views with marks of fear; Z Th 
Smit with a conſcious ſenſe, retires behind, 45 Th 
And ſhuns the fate he well deſerv'd to find. = bu 
As Chen ſome ſhepherd, from the ruſtling trees Soc 
Shot forth to view, a dcaly ſerpent ſees; 8 Th 
Trembling and pale, he ſtarts with wild affright, Th 
And all confus'd precipitates his flight; 52 5 
So. from the king the mining warriour flies, — 


And plung'd amid the N Trojans lies. 
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As God-hike Hector ſees the prince retreat, 
He thus upbraids him with a generqus heat. \ 
Unhappy Paris! but to women brave! 4, 1M 
So fairly form'd, and only to deceive! _. 
Oh hadſt thou died when firſt thou ſaw'ſ the liche, 
Or died at leaſt before thy nuptial rite {- + 
A better fate than vainly thus to boaſt, 
And fly, the ſcandal of thy Trojan hoſt. 50 
Gods ! how the ſcornful Greeks exult to ſee 
Their-fears.of danger nadeceiv'd in thee ! 
Thy figure promis'd with a martial air, 4 
But ill thy ſoul ſupplies a form ifo fair. 1 Fa 
In former days, in all thy gallant pride 65 
When thy tall ſhips triumphant ſtemm'd the tides 
When-Greece-beheld thy painted canvas flow, 
And crouds ſtood wondering at the paſſing ſhow ; | 
Say, Was it thus, with ſuch a baffled mien, | 
You th' approaches of the Spartan queen, 70 | 
Thus from her realm convey'd the beauteous prize, t 
And * both her warlike Jordg-outſhin'd in Helen's eyes ? | 
This deed, thy foes delight, thy own diſgrace, 
Thy father's grief, and ruin of thy race; ; 
This deed recalls thee to the proffer'd fight; 57 = 
Or haſt thou injur'd whom thou dar'ſt not right? | 
Soon to thy colt The field would make thee know & 
Thou keep'ſt the conſort ofa braver foe. : | 5 
Thy graceful form inſtillingꝰſoft deſire, ' : 
Thy curling treſſes, and thy ſilver lyre,  — 36 
Beauty and youth; in yain to theſe you truſt, | 
When youth and beauty ſhall be laid in duſt; 


. Theſeus ard Mene'aus. 
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Troy yet may wake, and one avenging blow = 
Cruſh the dire author of his c ber | 
His ſilence here, "with bluſhes, Paris breaks; 35 


: | Tis juſt, my brother, what your anger ſpeaks : 
But who like thee can boaſt a ſoul: ſedate, 


So firmly proof to all the ſhocks of fate? 


I Thy force like ftoel'a temper'd hardneſs ſhows, 


Stil! edg'd to wound, and ſtill untir'd with blows. 90 
Like ſteel, uphfted by ſome ſtrendous ſwam, 1 


Wich falling woods to ſtrow the waſted plain. 


Thy gifts I praiſe; nor thou deſpiſe the e ert 
Wich which a lover golden Venus arms; 
Zoft moving ſpeech, and pleaſing ontward ow, 95 
No wiſh can gain them, but the Gods beſtov . 


Vet, wouldſt thou have the proffer' d combat ſtand, 


The Greeks and Trojans ſeat on either hand; 


Then let a mid-way. ſpace our hoſts divide, 

4 that ſtage of war, the cauſe be try d. 100 

$ there the Spartan king be fought, 

For beauteous Helen and the wealth ſhe brought : 

And who his rival can in arms ſubdue, , 

His be the fair, and his the treaſures too. 

Thus with a laſting, league your toils may. ceaſe, 105 

And Troy poſſeſs her fertile fields in peace; 

Thus may the Greeks review their native ſhore, 

Much fam'd for generous ſteeds, for Veauty more. 
He faid. The challenge Hector heard with joy, 

Then with his ſpear reſtrain'd the youth of Troy, Þ 

Held by the midR, athwart; and near the. foe - 


While 


— 
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hile round his dauntleſs head the Grecians pour 
Their ſtones and arrows in a mingled ſhower, 


Theęn tlius che monarch great Atrides cryd; 41g 


Forbgar, ye Warriours! lay the darts aſide: 

A parley Hector aſks, a, meſſage bears, 

We know hun by the various ume he weafs. 

Aw'd by his high command the Greeks attend, 

The tumult filence, and the fight ſuſpend. 120 
While from the center Hector rolls his eyes 

On either hoſt, and thus to both applies. 

Hear, all ye Trojans, all ye Grecian bands! 

What Paris, author of the war, demands. 


Your ſhining ſwoxds within the heath reftrain, 129 | 


And pitch your lances in the yielding plain. 
Here in the midſt, in either army's ſight, 
He dares the Spartan king to ſingle fight ;. 
And wills, that Helen and the raviſh'd ſpoil * 
| That caus'd the conteſt, ſhall reward the toil. 139 
theſe the brave triumphant victor grace, 

And differing nations part in leagues of peace. 

He ſpoke: in ſtill fuſpenſe on either fide 
Each army ſtood : the Spartan chief reply d. 

Me too ye warriours hear, whole fatal right 338 
A world engages in the toils of fight, at; 


To me the labour of the field reſign ; ; A 


. Me#Paris injur'd ; all the war be mine, 
Fall he that muſt, beneath his rival's arms; 
And live the reſt, ſecure of future harms, 140 
Two lambs, devoted by your country's rite, 
To Earth a ſable, to the Sun a white, 

| , Prepare 
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Prepare ye Trojans ! while a third we bring 
Select to Jove, th' inviolable king. | 
Vet reverend Priam in the truce engage, rs 
And add the ſanòtion of conſiderate age ;* : 
His ſons are faithleſs, headlong in debate, 
And youth itſelf: an empty wavering ſtate: 5 
Cool age advances venerably wiſe, 

Furns on all hands its deep-difcerning eyes; 50 

Sees what befel, and what may yet befall, 

4 | Concludes from Both, and beſt provides for all. 

1 The nations hear, with riſing hopes poſſeſt, · | 

2 And peaceful proſpects dawn in every breaſt. 8 | 
q Within the lines they dreyv their ſteeds around, 155 

And from their. chariots iſſued on the ground: * 

Next all unbuckling the. rich mail they wore, 

Lay'd their bright arms along the ſable ſhore. ' b 
On either ſide the meeting hoſts are ſeen | 
1 With lances fix'd, and cloſe the ſpace between. 160 
1 Two heralds now diſpatch'd-to Troy, invite | 
The Phrygian monarch to the peaceful rite ;. 
Talthybius haſtens to the fleet, to bring a 
The lamb for Jove, th' inviolable king | | 

Mean time, to beauteous Helen, fibm the ſkies 165 
'The various Goddeſs of the rain-bow flies 
(Like fair Laodicè in form and face, 
The lovelieſt nymph of Priam's royal race). * 
Hei the palace, at her loom ſhe found; FI 
The golden web her own ſad ſtory crown'd. 170 
The Trojan wars ſiie weav'd-(herſelf the prize) 
And the dire triumphs of her fatal eyes. 


To 
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Fe o whom the Goddeſs of the painted-Bow 3 
Approach, and view the wondrons ſcene below | 
Each hardy Greek, and valiant: Trojan knight, 159, 
So dreadful late, and furious for the fight, 731 Wh. 
| Now.reſt their ſpears, on lean upon their ſhields ;. , 
Teas' di is the war, and-filent all the fields. 
Paris alone and Sparta's king advance, 
In ſingle fight to tuſs the beamy lance;, 180 | 
Each met in arms, the fate of cambat-tries,. | 
Thy love the motive, and thy charms the prize. "Ml 
This ſaid, the many-colour'd. maid inſpires | 
Her huſband's- love,, and Wikes her former fires; , »  # 
Her country, parents, all that once were . 185 ; 
Ruſh to her thought, ang force a tender tear. 
O'er her fair face a ſnowy veil the threw, i | 
And, ſoftly. fighing, from the loom withdrew :. 11. i 
Her handmaids Clymentand ZEthra Wait 1 
Her ſilent footſteps to the Scæan gate. 190 | 
There ſat the ſeniors of the Trojan race, | | 
(old Priam's chiefs, and moſt in Priam's grace) 4 
The king the firſt 3, Thymcetes-at his ſide; f 
Lampus and Clytius,. long in.council try'd ; , 
1 


Panthus, and Hicetaon, once the ſtrong; 1906 
And next, the wiſeſt af the reverend a 

Antenor grave, and ſagg Ucalegon, 25 i 
Lean'd omthe walls, and baſk'd. before the ſun. 

Chiefs, who no mare in bloody, fights engage, i 
But wiſe through time, and narrative with age, 200 


In ſummer-days like graſhoppers rejoice, 
A bloodleſs race, that ſend a iceble voice. 


| Theſe, 
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Theſe when the Spartan queen approach'd the wo, 
In ſecret own'd reſiſtleſs beauty's pW : 
They cried, No wonder, fuch celeſtial charms 295 
For nine long years have ſet the world in arme; 
What winning graces l what majeſtic mien 
Sheungves a Goddeſs, and ſhꝰloeks a Queen! 
Vet hende, oh heaven! convey that fatal face, 
And from deſtruction ſave the Trojan race. 210 
The good old Priam weleom'd her, and. eried, 
Approach, my child, and grace thy father's ſide. 
See on the plain thy Grecian fpouſe appears, 
The friends and kindred of thy former years. 
No crime of thine our preſent fufferings draws, 21; 
Not thou, but heaven 5 diſpoſing will, the cauſe; 
The Gods theſe armies and this force Iploy, 
The hoſtile Gods conſpire the fate of T roy. 
But lift thy eyes, and ſay, What Greek is he | 
(Far as from hence theſe aged orbs can fee) - 220 
Around whoſe brow ſuch martial graces ſhine, 
So tall, fo awful,* and almoſt divine? ö 
| Though ſome of larger ſtature tread the green, 
None match his grandeur and exalted mien: 
He ſeems a monarch, and his country's pride. 225 
Thus ceas'd the king, and thus the fair replied, 
| Before thy preſence, father, J appear | 
With conſcious ſhame and reverential fear, 
Ah! had I died, ere to theſe walls I fled, | 
Falſe to my country, and my nuptial bed; 230 
My brothers, friends, and daughter left behind, 
Tay to them all, to Paris only. Kind | 
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For this I mourn, till grief or dire diſeaſe 


Shall waſte tite form whoſe crime it was to pleaſe. _ / 
235 


The king of kings, Atrides, you ſurvey, ' 

Great in the war, and great in arts of ſway: 

My brother once, before'my days of ſhame ; 

And oh! that ſtill he bore a brother's name! * / 
With wonder Priam view'd the God-like man, 


Extoll'd the happy prince, and thus began. 240 | 


O bleſt Atrides ! born to proſperoys Fs 


Succeſsful monarch of a mighty ſtate ! 


How vaſt thy empire! Of yon matchleſs train 
What numbers loſt, what numbers yet remain? 


In Phrygia once were gallant armies known, 2445 


In ancĩent time, when Otreus fill'd the throne, + 

When God-like Mygdon led their troops of horſe, | 

And I, to join them, rais'd the Trojan force: 

Againſt the manlike Amazons. we ftood, vt, 

And Sangar's ſtream ran purple with their blood. 2 5% 

But far inferior thoſe, in martial grace : 

And ſtrength of numbers, to this Grecian race. | 
This ſaid, once more he view'd the warriour-train; 


What's he, whoſe arms lie ſcatter'd on the plain 


Broad is his breaſt, his ſhoulders larger prend, 2 55 
Though great Atrides overtops his Had. NE IAN 
Nor yet appear his care and conduct ſmall ; 

From rank to rank he moves, orders all. 
The ſtately ram thus meaſures o'er the ground, 


And, maſter of the flock, ſurveys them round. 860 8 


Then Helen thus. Whom your diſcerning N 
Have ſingled out, is Ithacus the wiſe; 
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A barren iſland boaſts his glorious birth : 

His fame for wiſdom fills the ſpacious earth. a 
Antenor took the word, and thus began: 265 

Myſelf, O king! have ſeen that wondrous man: 

When truſting Jove and hoſpitable laws, | 

To Troy he came, to plead the Grecian cauſe; 

' (Greit Menelaus urg'd the ſame requeſt) 


My houſe was honour'd with each royal gueſt : . | 


| 1 knew their perſons, and admir'd their panty 
Both brave in arms, and both approv'd in arts. 
Erc&, the Spartan moſt « engag 'd our view]; 
Ulyſſes ſeated greater reverence drew. | 


When Atreus' fon harangu'd the liſtening train, 275 


| Juſt was his ſenſe, and = expreſſion plain, 

| His words ſuccinQ, yet full, without a fault; 

| He ſpoke no more than juſt the thing he ought, 
But when Ulyſſes roſe, in thought profound, 


His modeſt eyes he ſix d upon the ground, : 280 


As one.un{kilFd or dumb, he ſeem'd to ſtand, 

Nor rais'd his head, nor ſtretely his ſcepter'd hand; 
But, when. he ſpeaks, what elocution flows! 

Soft as the fleeces of deſcending ſnows, . 
The copious accents fall, with eaſy art; 285 
Melting they fall, and ſink into the heart! | 
Wondering we hear, and fix'd. in deep ſurprize ; ; 

Our ears refute the cenſure of our eyes, | 


The king then afk'd (as yet the camp he view'd) | * 


What chief is that, with giant ſtrength endued, 290 
Whoſe brawny ſhoulders, and whoſe ſwelling *. 
| And lofty ſtature, far exceed the reſt | 


| po 1 > Ajax 
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| Ajax the great (thę beauteous queen replied). 
{ Himſelf a hoſt ; the Grecian, ſtrength and pride. 
See! bold Idomeneus ſuperior towers. | 
f Amiadſt yon circle of his Cretan powers; 1; as 
Great as a God! I ſaw-him once before, | 
With Menelaus, on the Spartan ſhore. 

The reſt I know, and could in order name; | 
All valiant:chiefs, and men of-mighty fame. 300 
Yet two are wanting of the numerous train, 

Whom long my eyes have ſought, but ſought in vain: 
Caſtor. and Pollux, firft-in martial force, Y 
One bold on foot, and one renown'd for horſe, 

My brothers. theſe ; the ſame our native ſhore, 305 

One houſe contain'd us, as one mother bore. 
Perhaps the chiefs, from warlike toils at eaſe, 5 
For diſtant Troy refus'd-to ſail the ſeas : 5 

Perhaps their ſwords ſome nobler quarrel draws, on 


Aſham'd to combat in their ſiſter's cauſe, 3810 

So ſpoke the fair, nor knew her brothers goon), 
Wrapt in the cold embraces of the tomb; : a 
Adorn'd with honours in their native ſnore, 1 


Silent they ſlept, and heard of wars no more. | 
Meantime the hexalds, through the crouded town, 


893 „00 


Idzus* arms the golden goblets preſt, 
Who thus the venerable king addreſt. | 
. © Ariſe, O father of the Trojan ſtate ! | | 
The nations call, thy joyful people wait. 320 N 
To ſeal the truce, and end the dire debate. 
Paris thy ſon, . 4nd Sparta's king advance, | 
In meaſur'd liſts to toſs the weighty lance z | qi 
| 1.2 And 


* 


For perjur' d kings, and all who falſely ſwear ! 


116  POPE'S HOMER. 
And who his rival ſhall in arms ſubdue, A 
His be the dame, and his the treaſure too. 325 


Thus with a laſting league our toils may ceaſe, 
And Troy poſleſs her fertile fields in peace; 
So ſhall the Greeks review their native ſhore, 


Much fam'd for generous ſteeds, for beauty more. 


d the Grecian hoſt and Trojan u train 11 
they proceed: the ſage Ulyſſes then 

ſe, and with him roſe the king of men. 

On either ſide a facred herald ſtands, 

The wine they mix, aud on each monarch's hands 
Pour the full urn; then draws the Grecian lord 340 
His cutlace ſheath d beſide his ponderous ſword ; 

From the ſign'd victims crops the curling hair, 

The heralds part it, and the princes ſhare; 


Then loudly thus before th' attentive bands 7 | 


He calls the Gods, and ſpreads his lifted hands. 345 
O firſt and greateſt power ! -whom all obey, 
Who high on Ida's holy mountain ſway, 


Eternal Jove! and you bright. orb that roll 


From eaſt to welt, and view from pole to pole! 
Thou mother Earth ! and 2 ye living Floods! 350 
Infernal Furies, and Tartarian Gods, 

Who rule the dead, and mie woes prepare 


Hear, 


* 
> 


9 


If by my brother's lance the Trojan bleed; 


IL 1A p, Book III. 117 
Hear, and be witneſs, If by Paris ſlain, ' HY 


Great 'Menelaus preſs the fatal plain ; 355 


The dame and treaſures let the Trojan keep, 
And Greece returning plow the watery deep. 


Be his the wealth and beauteous dame . 
Th' appointed fine, let Ilion juſtly pay, 360 
And every age record the ſignal day. 


Thus if the Phrygians ſhall refuſe to yield, 
Arms muſt revenge, and Mars decide the field. f 


With that the chief the tender victims ſlew, 
And in the duſt their bleeding bodies threw: 355 
The vital ſpirit iſſued at the wound, 

And left the members quivering on the ground. 


From the ſame urn they drink the mingled wine, 


And add libations to the powers divine. 


©While thus their prayers united mount the ky; 370 ' 


Hear, mighty (Ive! and hear, ye on high 
And may their Hlood, who firſt the leagye confound, 
Shed like this wine, diſtain the te tag com 
May all their conſorts ſerve promiſcuous luſt, 
And all their race be ſcatter d as the duſt! 375 
Thus either hoſt their imprecations join d, 
Which Jove refus'd, and mingled with the wind. 
The rites now finiſh'd, reverend Priam roſe, 
And thus expreſs d a heart o'ercharg'd with woes. 
Ve Greeks and Trojans, let the chiefs engage, 380 


But ſpare the weakneſs of my feeble age: 
In yonder walls that object let me ſhun, 


Nor view the danger of ſo 
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Whoſe arms mall Pg, and what prince mall fall, 
| Heaven only knows, for, heaven difpoſes all. * 385 


This laid, the hoary king no longer ſtay d, 


But on his car the ſlaughter'd viffirtis laid; 


Then ſeiz'd the reins his gentle ſteeds to ag 


And drove to Troy, Antenor at his ſide. 


Bold Hector and Ulyſſes now diſpoſe ; 390 
The liſts of combat, and the ground incloſe; 
Next to decide by facred'lots prepare, * N 


Who firſt ſhall launch his pointed ſpear in air. 
The people pray with elevated hands, ? 
And words like thele are heard through all the bandd. 


Immortal Jove, high heaven's ſuperiour lord, 
On lofty Ida's holy mount ador'd ! 


| Whoe'er involy'd us in this dire debate, 


Oh give that authon of the-war to fate 2 
And ſhades eterna}! Net diviſion ceaſe, 400 


And joyful nations join in leagues of peace. 


With eyes averted Hector haſtes to turn” 
The lots of fight, and ſhakes the brazen urn. 
Then, Paris, thine leap'd forth; by fatal chance 


Ordain'd the firſt to whirl the weighty lance, 405 | 


Both armies fat the combat.to ſurvey, 

Beſide each chief his azure armour lay, 

And round the lifts the generaus courſers neigh. 

The beauteous warriour now arrays for fight, 

In gilded arms magnificently bright: < 410 


The purple cuiſhes claſp ! his thighs around, 


With flowers adorn'd, with ſilver buckles bound. 


Lycaon's corſelet his fair body dreſt, 


Brac'd in, and fitted to his ſofter breaſt ; j 
; | 4. bed A ra- 


A radiant baldric, o'er bis ſhoulder ty'd, 4+-43% 
Suſtain'd the ſword that glitter'd at his-ſide : 
His youthfvl face a poliſh'd helm o'erſpread; - - 
The waving horſe-hair nodded on his lead ;.. 
His figur'd ſhield, a ſhining orb, he takes, 


And in his hand a pointed javelin ſhakes. 420 


With equal ſpeed, and fir'd by equal charms, 


8 . The Spartan hero ſheaths his limbs in arms. 


Now round the lifts th' admiring armies ſtand, 
With javelins fix d, the Greek and Trojan band. 


Amidſt the dreadful vale, the chiefs advance, 428 © 


: All pale with rage, and ſhake the threatening lance. 
The Trojan firſt his thining javelin threw; 
Full on Atrides' ringing ſhield it flew z 

Nor pierc'd the byazen orb, but with a bound 
Leap'd from the buckler, blunted on the ground. 439 
- Atrides then his maſly lance prepares, 

In act to throw, but firſt prefers his prayers. ' 

Give me, great Jove ! >to punith lawleſs luſt, 

And lay the Trojan gaſping in the duſt : 

Deſtroy th* aggreſſor, aid my ny TOS cauſe, 445 
Avenge the breach of hoſpitable laws, v&FP 
Let this example future times reclaim, | 
And guard from wrong fair friendſhip's holy name. 

d, and pois'd in air the javelin ſent, 

Through Paris ſhield the forceful weapon went, 440 
His corſelet pierces, and his garment rends, 

And, glancing downward, near his ftank'deſcehds, 
The wary Trojan, bending from the blow, 
Eludes the death, and difappoints his foe : 


T 4 A 
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But fierc Atrides wav'd his ſword, and rook | 445 
Full on his caſque; the creſted helmet ſhook ; 
The brittle ſteel, unfaithful to his hand, 
Broke ſhort : the fragments glitter'd on the ſand. 
The raging warriovr to the ſpacious ſkies | 
Rais d his upbraiding voice, and angry eyes: 450 
Then is it vain in Jove himſelf to truſt ? | 
And is it thus the Gods aſſiſt the juſt ? 
When crimes provoke us, heaven ſucceſs denies ; 
The dart falls harmleſs, and the faulchion flies. 
Furious he faid, and toward the Grecian crew 455 
(Seiz'd by the creſt) th* unhappy warriour drew 
Struggling he follow'd, while th' embroider'd thong, 
That ty'd his helmet, dragg'd the-chief along. 
Then had his ruin crown'd Atrides' joy, 
But Venus trembled for the prince of Tray: 460 
Unſeen the came, and burſt the golden band; 
And left an empty helmet in his hand. | 
The caſque, enrag'd, amidſt the Greeks he threw:; 3 
The Greeks with ſmiles the poliſh'd trophy view. 
Then, as once more he lifts the deadly dart, 1 5 
In thirſt of vengeance, at his rival's heart, g 
The Queen of Love her favour'd champion ſhrouds 
(For Gods can all things) in a veil of clouds. 
Rats d from the field the panting youth ſhe led, 
Ayd gently laid him on the bridal bed, 470 
With pleaſing ſweets his fainting ſenſe renews, 
And all the dome perfu s with heavenly dews. 
Meantime the vigor the-female kind, 


The matchleſs Teens er the walls reclin'd ; 


* 


88 
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To her, beſet with Trojan beauties, came 475 | 
In botrow'd form“ the laughter-loving dame, 
(he ſeem'd an ancient maid, well- ſkill'd to cull - 3 | 


Tue ſnowy fleece, and wind the twiſted wool.) - 
The Goddeſs ſoftly ſhook her ſilken veſt, Me. 
That ſhed perfumes, and whiſpering thus addreſt. 480 | 

Haſte, happy nymph ! for thee thy Paris calls, | 
Safe from the fight, in yonder lofty walls 
Fair as a God! with odours round him ſpread 
He lies, and waits thee on the well-known bed: 

Not like a warriour parted from the foe, * 485 
But ſume gay dancer in the publick ſhow. 1 

She ſpoke, and Helen's ſecret ſoul was mov d; _ 
She ſcorn'd the champion, but. the man ſhe ov“. 
Fair Venus" neck, her eyes that ſparkled fire, £ f 


And breaſt, reveal'd the Queen of ſoft deſire. 490, 
Struck with her preſence, ſtraight the lively red 
Forſook her check; and, trembling, thus ſhe ſaid. % 
Then is it ſtill. thy pleaſure to deceive ? x 4 | 
And woman's frailty always to believe ? 
Say, to new nations muſt I croſs the main, "1495 7 
Or carry wars to ſome ſoft Aſian plain? 3 
For whom muſt Helen break her ſecond vow ? 7 
What other Paris is thy darling now? * x 1 
Left to Atrides (victor in the ſtrife). JE 1 
An odious conqueſt, Ind a captive wife, 5080 
Hence let me fail; and if thy Paris bear 
My abſence ill, let Venus eaſe his « care. 
A hand-maid Goddeſs at his fide to wait, 
. Renounce the glorie: of thy beayenty ſtate, 12 
* 913233 FF 


# Venus, 
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Be fx'd for ever to the Trojan ſhore, zog 


His ſpouſe, or ſlave; and mount the ſkies no more. 
For me, to lawleſs love no longer led, 


T ſcorn the coward, and deteſt his bed; > 10 
Elſe ſhould I merit everlaſting ſhame, _ | 
And keen reproach, from every Phrygian dame : a . 


III ſuits it naw the joys of love to know, 
Too deep my anguiſh, and too wild my woe. 

Then, thus incens'd, the Paphian-queen replies ; 
Obey the power from whom thy glories riſe : 
Should Venus leave thee, every charm muſt fly, 5175 
Fade from thy cheek, and languiſh in thy eye. 

05 Ceaſe to provoke me, leſt I make thee more 

-— he world's avefſion, than their love before; 

Now the bright prize for which mankind engage, 
Then the fad victim of the public rage. 520 

At this, the faireſt of her ſex obey:d, 

And veil'd her*btuſhes in a filken ſhade; 

Unſeen, and ſilent, fiom the train, ſhe moves, 
| Led by the Goddeſs of the Smiles and Loves. 

Arriv'd, and enter*d at the palace- gate, "1 
The maids 2255 round their miſtreſs wgit ; | 


= 


Then all diſperſing, various taſks attend 
The queen and Goddeſs to the prince aſcend. be BY 
Full in her Paris“ ſight, the Queen of Love © 
Had plac'd the beauteous progeny of Jove; - 530 
Where, as he view'd her charms, ſhe turn'd away 
Her glowing eyes, and thus began to ſay. » 

Is this the chief, who loſt to ſenſe of name 
Tate fled the-field, _ Re his fame ? | > 

| | Oh 
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Oh hadſt thou dy'd beneath the righteous fword 535 
Of that brave man whom once I-call'd my lord! 

The boaſter Paris oft defir'd the day 

With Sparta's king to meet in ſingle fray : 


N 


Go now, once more thy rival's rage 4045 
Provoke Atrides, and renew the fi | 840 
Yet Helen bids thee ſtay, left thou ure ; 
Shouldſt fall an eaſy conqueſt rf the field. 
The prince reglies : Ah ceaſe, divinely fair, 
Nor add reproaches to the wounds I bear; 
F his day the foe prevail'd by Pallas* power; 545 
e yet may vanquith in a happier hour: : 
There want not Gods to favour us above: 


But let the buſineſs of our life be love: „ 
Theſe ſofter moments let delights employ, . 
And kind embraces ſnatch the haſty joy. 3550 


1 Not thus I loy'd thee, when from Sparta's ſhore - 


My forc'd, my willing, heavenly prize I bore, 
When firſt entranc'd in Cranae's iſle I lay, 


- Mix'd with thy ſoul, and all diſſolv'd away! 
Thus having ſpoke, th' enamour'd Phrygian boy 555 


Phe ſtern Atrides rages round the field: 3560 


Ruſh'd to the bed, impatient for the joy. 

Him Helen follow'd flow with baſhful charms, 

And claſp'd the blooming hero in her arms. . 
While theſe to love's delicious rapture yield, 


So ſome fell lion, whom tHe woods obey, * 

Roars through the deſart, and demands his prey. 
Paris he ſeeks, impatient to deſtroy, 

But ſeeks in vain along the troops of Troy; 
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Even thoſe had yielded to a foe ſo brave 565 * 
The reereant warriour, hateful as the grave. £7 
Then ſpeaking thus, the king of kings aroſe ; 

Ye Trojans, Dardans, all our generous foes ! 

Hear and atteſt ! from heaven with conqueſt crown'd, 
Our brother's arms the juſt ſucceſs have found: 570 


| Be therefore now the Spartan wealth reſtor d, 


Let Argive Helen own her lawful lord; 
Th' appointed fine let Ilion juſtly pay, 
And age to age record this ſignal day. 


He ceas d; his army's loud applauſes riſe, | 595 


And the long ſhont runs echoing through the {kics. 
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c Feproofs. Neſtor is particularly celeFrated for . 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Breach of the Truce, and the firſt Battle. 


THE Gods deliberate/in council concerning the Tro- 


= war: they agree upon the continuation of it; and 


5 


upiter ſends down Mingrva to break the truce. She 


pe ſwades Pandarus to aim an arrow at Menclaus, 


who is wounded, but cured by: Machaon. In the 
mean time fome of the Trojan troops attack the 
> Greeks. Agamemnon s 2 in all the 
parts of a good general; he reviews the troops, and 
_exhorts the leaders, ſome by praiſes, and others by 


military diſcipline.. The battle joins, and great nu 
pers are flain on both ſides. : ; 5 1 
The ſame day continues through this, as through 


The ſcene is wholly in the field before Troy. 


* 
* 
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the laſt book (as it does alſo through.the two fol- 
lowing, and almoſt to the end of the ſeventh book.) 
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BOOK IV. 


Ab: D now ohen ſhining gates unfold; 


The Gods, witlr Jove, aſſume their thrones of ' 
gold ; 
Immortal Heb, «freſh. with bloom divine, 
The golden goblet crowns with purple wine : 


While the full bowls flow round, the powers employ; 


Their careful eyes on long-contended Troy. 
When Jove, diſpos d to tempt Saturnia's ſpleen, 

Thus wak'd the fury of his partial queen. 

Two powers divine the ſon of Atreus aid, 


Imperial Juno, and the martial maid ; ra 


But high in heaven they ſit, and gaze from far, 
The tame ſpectators of his deeds of war. | 
Not thus fair Venus helps her favour'd knight, 


The Queen of Pleaſures ſhares the tails of fight, 
Each danger wards, and conſtant in her care e 


Saves in the moment of the laſt deſpair. tt ths 
Her a& has reſcued Paris' forfeit life, 

Though great Atrides gain'd the glorious ſtrife. 
Then lay, ye powers! what ſignal iſſue waits 

To crown this deed, and finiſh all the Fates? 20 
Shall heaven by peace the bleeding kingdoms ſpare, . 
Or rouze the Furies, and awake the war? 
6 — 


Yet, 
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Vet, would the Gods for human good provide, 

Atrides ſoon might gain his beauteous bride, 

Still Priam's walls in peaceful honours grow, 25 
And through his gates the crouding nations flow. 
Thus while he ſpoke, the Queen of Heaven-entag'd, 
And Queen of War in cloſe conſult engag'd : 

Apart they ſit, their deep deſigns employ, 

And meditate the future woes of Troy. 0 
Though ſecret anger ſwell'd Minerva's breaſt, 
The prudent Goddeſs yet her wrath ſuppreſt; 
But Juno, impotent of paſſion, broke 


Her ſullen filence, and with fury ſpoke. - _ "BY 
E Shall then, O tyrant of th' æthereal reigh ! 33 
My ſchemes, my labours, and my hopes, be vain ? . 


| Have I, for this, ſhook Ilion with alarms, 

'$ Aſſembled nations, ſet two worlds in arms? 

1 To ſpread the war, I flew from thore to ſtore ; 1 
Th' immortal courſers ſcarce the labour bore. 40 


Ag length ripe vengeance o'er their heads impends, - 

oh Jove himſelf the faithleſs race defends : | | 

| th as thou art to puniſh lawleſs luſt, 4 

| |. *Not all the Gods are partial and unjuſt. 

| The Sire whoſe thunder ſhakes the cloudy ſkies, 45 
{|  Sigbs from his inmoſt ſoul, and thus replies; 

| | | Oh laſting rancour! oh inſatiate hate 

[| | To Phrygia's monarch, and the Phrygian ſtate ! 
| 

| 
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What high offence has fir'd the wife of Jove, 

Can wretched mortals harm the powers above ? 50 
That Troy and Troy's whole race thou wouldſt con- 
found, | 


And yon fair tructures level with the ground ? 


Haſte, | 
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Haſte, leave the ſkies; fulfil thy ſterm deſire, 


Burſt all her gates, and wrap her walls in fire! 


Let Priam bleed! if yet thou thirſt for more, 5 9 
Bleed all his ſons, and Ilion float with gore; 
To boundleſs vengeance the wide realm be given, 


Till vaſt · deſtruction glut the queen of heaven i 


So let it be, and Jove his peace enjoy, 


5 When heaven no longer hears the name of Troy. 
But ſhould this arm prepare to wreak our hate 


On thy lov'd realms, whoſe guilt demands their fate, 
Preſume not thou the lifted bolt to ſtay ;. 

Remember Troy, and give the vengeance 

For know, of all the numerous towns that * 65 
Beneath the rolling ſun and ſtarry ſkies, “ 

Which Gods have rais'd; or earth-born men enjoy 3 
None ſtands fo dear to Jove as facred Troy. 


No mortals merit more diſtinguiſh'd grace 
Fhan god-like Priam, or than Priam's race, 760 
Still to our name their heeatombs e ire, 21 


And altars blaze with nnextinguiſh'd fire. 

At this the Goddeſs roll'd her radiant eyes, 
Then on the Thunderer ft d them, and replies: 
Three towns are Juno's on the Grecian, plains, 73 
More dear than all th* extendec earth contains, 
Mycenz, Argos, and the Spartan wall 
Theſe thou may'ſt raze, nor I forbid their fall: 
"Tis not in me the vengeance to remove; 


: The crime 's ſufficient that they mare my love. 88 
Of power ſuperiour why ſhould I complain ? | 


Reſent I may, but. * reſent in vain. 


* I, K 3 Vet 
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Yet ſome diſtinctian Juno, might require, ' 
Sprung wich thyſelf from ane celeſtial fire, 
A Goddeſs horn to ſhare the realms above, $8 | - 
And ſtyl'd che conſort of the thundering Jove z 5 | 
Nor thay. a wife and ſiſter's right deny; 
Let both gonſent, and both by,turas comply; 
80 all. the Gods our joint decxees obey, 1 | 
| | 5 And heaven ſhall act as we direct the way. 90 ö | 
| 


See ready Pallas waits thy high commands, 1 
1 Jo raiſe in axins the Greek and Phrygian bands; 4138 
3 heir ſudden friendſhip by her arts may ceaſe, 4 
Aud the proud Trejans firſt infringe the peace. 
I The Gre af men and monarch of the ſky, 95 
| Th' advice appray'd,. and bade Minerva fly, 
Diſſolve the league, and all her arts employ _ 
| To make the breach the faithleſs act of Troy. 
Trir'd with che charge, the headlong urg'd ber flight, 
And ſhot like lightening from, Olympus height. 100 
As the red comet, from Saturnius ſent 
| | To fright the nations with a dire portent, 
KA fatal ſgn to armies on the plain, 
Dr trembling ſailors on the wintery main) 
With ſweeping glories glides along in air, 7,565 
1 And ſhakes the ſparkles from its blazing hair: 
'F Between both armies thus, in open fight, 
'F Shot the bright Gaddeſs in a trail of light. 
With eyes ere che gazing haſts admire 
| | "The power deſcending, and the heavens on fire! 110 


[ The Gods (they cvied) the Gods this ſignal ſent, 
| 3 And fate now labours with ſome vaſt event:: 
17 ; . , 6. Jove 


1LIA D, Boox IV. _ 1 
| Jove ſeals the league, or bloodier ſcenes prepares; 
& - Jore, the great arbiter of peace and wars{* | "© 
. | They ſaid, while Pallas through the ear! 
* (In ſhape a mortal) paſs d diſguis d along. 
Like bold Labdocus, her courſo ſne bent, 
Who from Antenor trac d his high deſcent. ; | 
Amidſt the ranks Lycaön's ſon ſhe found, : / 
ll The warlike Pandarus, for ſtrength renown'd; 220% 
| / Whoſe ſquadrons, led from black Æſepus flood, 
' With flaming ſhields in martial circle ftaqd, | 
To him the Goddeſs: Phrygian ! canſt daher « 
A well-tim'd counſel with a willing ear? 
What praiſe were thine, could'ſ thou dire thy dart, | 
Amidſt his triumph, to tINE Spartan's heart 
What gifts from Troy, from Paris would'f thou gain, 
Thy country's foe, the Grecian glory ſlain 
Then ſeize th* occaſion, dare the mighty deed, 
Aim at his breaſt, and may that aim ſucceed 1 130 
But firſt, to ſpeed the ſhaft, addreſs thy vow. Li 
To Lycian Phoebus with the ſilver bow, 
And ſwear the firſtlings of thy flock. to pay 
On Zelia's altars, to the God of day. | 
He heard, and madly at the motion pleas d, 139 
His poliſh'd-bow with hafty rafhneſs feiz'd. | 
"Twas form'd of horn, and fmooth'd with artful toil, 
A mountain goatgrefign'd the ſhining fpoil, © © 
Who pierc'd long fince beneath his arrows bled ;, J 
The ftately quarry an the cliffs lay dead, 140 
And ſixteen palms his brow's large honours ſpread : 1] 
The workman join'd, and fhap'd the bended horns, 
And beaten gold each- taper poinFadorns, 
i W This, 
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This, by the Greeks unſeen, the warriouf bends, ' 
| Screen'd by the ſhields of his ſurrounding Friends. 145 
There meditates the mark; and couching low, 
Fits the ſharp arrow to the well - ſtrung bow. 8 46 
One from a hundred feather d deaths he . : 
Fated to wound, and cauſe of future woes. | 
Then offers vows with hecatombs to crown 150 
Apollo's altars in his native towns - | 
Now with full force the yielding horn he bends, 
Drawn to an areh, and joins the doubling ends; 
iF Cloſe to his breaſt he ftrains the nerve below, 


| | Till the barb'd point approach the circling bow; 1535 
Th' impatient weapon whizzes on the wing: oF 
|' Sounds the tough horn, and twangs the quivering. | 
ſtring, 


But thee, Atrides ! in that dangerous hour 

The Gods forget not, nor thy guardian power, 

Pallas aſſiſts, and (weaken'd in its force) 160 
Diverts the wer pon from its deſtin'd courſe : | 

So from her.babe, when ſlumber ſeals his eye, 

The watchful mother wafts th' envenom'd fly. 

Ju where his belt with golden buckles join'd, 


Where linen folds the double corſlet lin'd, 165 
She turn'd the ſhaft, which hiſſing from above, | 
Paſs'd the broad belt, and through the corſlet drove; 5 / 


Ide folds it pierc'd, the plaited linen tore, 

And raz'd the ſkin, and drew the purple gore, | 
As when ſome ſtately trappings are decreed 170 
To grace a monarch on his bounding ſteed, | 
A nymph in Carig or Mæonia bred, * 
Stains the pure ivory with a lively red: 

| | Ft With 
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With equal luſtre various colours vie, 
The ſhining whiteneſs, and the Tyrian dye: 175 
So, great Atrides | -ſhow'd thy ſacred blood, 
As down tliy ſnowy thigh diſtill'd the ſtreaming flood. 
With horror ſeiz'd, the king of men deſcry'd 
The ſhaft infix'd, and ſaw the guſhing tide : 
Nor leſs the Spartan fear'd, before he fo 
The ſhining barb appear above the wound. 
Then, with a ſigh, that heav'd his manly breaſt, 
The royal brother thus his grief expreſt, 
And Praſp'd his hand ; while all the Greeks around 
With anſwering ſighs return'd the plaintive ſougd. 
Oh dear as life! did I for this agree 
The ſolemn truce, a fital truce to thee ! 15 
Wert thou expos ' d to all the hoſtile train, | 
To fight for Greece, and conquer to be ſlain ? | 
„ of Trojans in. thy ruin join, | 199 
And faith is ſcorn'd by all the perjur d line, 
Not thus our yows, confirm'd with wine and gore, 
_ Thoſe hands we plighted,, and thoſe oaths we ſwore, 
shall all be vain: when heaven's revenge is low, _ 
Jove but prepares to ſtrike the fiercer blow. e 
The day ſhall come, that great avenging day, "3; | 
Which Troy's proud glories in the duſt ſhall lay. 
When Priam's powers and Priam's, ſelf ſhall fall, 
And one prodigious ruin ſwallow all. : 


180 


* 


N | 


I ſee the God, already, from the pole 

Bare his red arm, and bid the thunder roll; 

I ſee th· Eternal all his fury ſhed, , 

And ſhake his zgis o'er their guilty head, | * 
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134 POPE'S HOMER. 
Such mighty woes on perjur'd princes wait; 
But thou, alas! defery'lt a happier fate. 
Stil! muſt I moury the period of thy days, 
And only; mourn, without my ſhare of praiſe ? 
Depriv'd of thee, the heartleſs Greeks no more 
Shall dream of conqueſts on the hoſtile ſhore; =» 
Troy ſeiz'd of Helen, and our glory lofty, 21210 


roy bones ſhall moulder en a foreign e 


While ſome proud Trejan thus infulting eries, 
(And ſpurns the duſt where Menelais. lies) 
« Such are the trophies Greece from Ilion drag, 
« And fuch the conqteſts of her King of Kings ! 215 
1% Lo his proud veſſels ſcatter' d o' er the main, 
% And unreveng'd his highty brother flain.” 1 
Oh-! ere that dire difgrace Mall blaſt my fame, 5 
_ O'erwhelm me, earth! and Hide a-monarch's ſhame. 
"Bt ſaid: a leader's and a brother's fears 220 
Poſſeſs his fort, which thus the Spartan chears : 
Let not thy words the warmth of Greece abate ; 
The feeble dart is guiltleſs of my fate: 
Stiff with the rich embroider'd work around, 
My varied belt repell'd rhe flying wound. 225 
To whom the king. My brother and my friend, 
Thus, always thus, may heaven thy life defend! * 
Now ſeek ſome ſkilful hand, whoſe powerful _; 
May ſtanch th* effuſſon, and extract the dart, | 
Herald, be ſwift, and bid Machaön bring _ 270 
His ſpeedy ſuccour to the Spartan king; 
Pierc'd with a winged ſhaft, (the deed of 1 
The Grecian's ſorrow, and a Dardan” $ Toy. 


ith 
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With kaſty zeal the ſwift Talthybius flies; 
£ Through the thick files ki darts his ſearching eyes, 
And finds Machasn, where ſublime he ſtands a 
In arms enei with his native bands. 
Then thus ;/ Macha6n, to the king repair, 
His wounded' brother claims thy timely care; 
Pierc'd by ſome Lycian or Dardanian bow,, 240 
A grief to us, a triummpli to the foe. | + | 
The heavy tidings griev'd the godlike man ; 1. 
Swift to his ſuceour through the ranks he ran: 
The dauntleſs king yet ſtanding firm he found, 
And all the chiefs in dedp concern around, 245 
Where to the ſteely point the reed was jgin'd, 
The ſhaft he drew, but left the head behind - 
Straight the broad belt with gay embroidery grac'd, 
He loos d; the corſlet from his breaſt unbrac's; * 
Then ſuck ' the blood and ſovereign-balm-intus'd, 
Which Chiron gave, and ZEſculapius us d. 
While round the prince the Greeks &nploy their = | 
The Trojans ruſſi tumultuous to the war; 
Once more they glitter in refulgent arms, 
Once more the fields are fill'd with dire alarms. 225 
Nor had you ſeen the king of men appear \ — 
| Confus'd, unactive, or furpriz d x ith fear; 
But fond of glory with ſevere delight, 
His beating boſom claim's the rifing fight, 
No longer with his warlike ſteeds he ſtay d, 280 
Or preſs'd the car with polifh'd brafs inlaid: 
But left Eurymedon the reins to guide; | 
The fiery courfers fnorted at his fide, 
K 4 -.. 00 
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Or truſt ye, Joye a valiant foe ſhall chace, 
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On foot through all the martial ranks he moves, 

And theſe encourages, and thoſe reproves. 265 

Brave men | he cries (to ſuch-who boldly dare 

Urge their ſwift ſteeds'to faq the coming war) 

Your ancient;valopr on the foes approve ; 

Jove is with Greece, and let us truſt in Jove. 

Tis not for us, but guilty Troy to dread, 270 

Whoſe crimes ſit heavy on her perjur'd head; 

Her ſons and matrons Greece ſhall lead in chains, 

And her dead warriours ſtrow the mournful plains. 
Thus with new ardour he the brave inſpires; 

Ox. thus the fearful with reproaches fires. 275 


Shame to your country, ſcandal of your kind | 


Born to the fate ye well deſerye to find! 
Why ſtand ye. gazing round the dreadful plain, 
Prepared for flight, hut doom'd to fly in vain? 
Confus'd and panting thus, the hunted deer 280 
Falls as he flies, a. victim to his fear. N 
Still muſt ye wait the foes, and ſtill retire, 
Jill yon tall veſſels blaze with Trojan fire? 


Ta fave a trembling, heartleſs, daftard race? / 
Thi$Yaid, he ſtalk'd with ample ſtrides along, 
To Crete's, brave-monarch and his martial throng ;' 


High at their head he ſaw the chief appear, 


And bold Meriones excite the rear. | 

At this the king his generous joy expreſt, 
And claſp'd the warriour to his armed breaſt. . 
Divine Idomeneus what thanks we owe 


To worth like thine! what praiſe ſhall we beſtow ? 


„ 1 
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To thee the foremoſt honours are-decreed, | 
Firſt in the fight, and every graceful deed. 295 


For this, in banquets, - hen the generous bowls 
Reſtore our blood; and raife the warriours ſouls, 
Though. all the reſt with ſtated rules we bound, 
Unmix'd, unmeaſur'd, are thy goblets crown'd. | 
Be {ill thyſelf ; in arms a mighty. name; 300 
Maintain thy honours, and enlarge thy fame, 
To whom the Cretan thus his ſpeech addreſt; 
Secure of me, O king! exhort. the reſt: 
Vix'd to thy fide, in every toil I ſhare, | 
Thy firm aſſociate in the day ef war. 309 
But Jet the fignal be this moment given. 
To mix in fight js all I aſk of heaven. 
The field ſhall prove how perjuries ſucceed, 
And chains or death gvengetheir impious deed, 
Charm'd with this heat, the king his courſe purſues, 
And next the troops of either Ajax views : 
In one firm orb. the bands were rang'd around, 
A cloud of heroes blacken'd all the ground, 
Thus from the lofty promontory's brow | 
A ſvnin ſurveys the gathering ſtorm below; 3139 
Slow from the main e heavy vapours riſe, wary 
Spread in dim ſtreams, and fail along the ſkies, 
Till black as night the ſwelling tempeſt ſhows, 
The cloud condenſing as the Weſt-wind blows : 
| He dreads th' impending ſtorm, and drives his flock . 
To the cloſe covert of an arching Bok. 
' Such, and ſo. thick, the embattle quadrons ſtood, 
With ſpears erect, a n iron er ä 
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A ſhady light was ſhot from glimmering _—_— 


And their brown arms obſcur'd the duſky fields. 
O heroes! worthy ſuch a dauntleſs train, 


Whoſe godlike virtue we but urge in vain, 


(Exclaim' di the king) who raiſe your eager bands 


With great examples, more than loud commands. 
Ah would the Gods but the in all the reſt 33 
Such ſouls as burn in our exalted breaſt! ö 
Soon ſhould our arms with juſt ſucceſs he crown'd,, 
And Troy's proud: walls he ſmoalcing on the ground. 
Then to the neyet the generai bends. his courſe 
(His heart mh and glories in his force); 335 
There reveri r ranks his Pylian bands, 
And with inſpiring eloquence commands; A 
With ſtricteſt order ſets his. train in arms, 
The chiefs adviſes, and the ſoldfers warms, 


Alaſtor, Chromins, Hæmon, round him wait, 440 


Bias the good, ant Pelagon the great. 

The horſe and charivts to the front aſſign'd, 

The foot (the ſtrength of war) he rang'd behind; 
The middle ſpace ſuſpected troops fupply, 

Inelos'd by Both, nor left the power to fly; 345 
He gives eommand to curb the fiery ſteed, 8 


Nor cauſe confuſion, nor the ranks exceed; 


Before the reſt let none too raſhly ride; 

No ſtrength nor kill, but juſt in time, be try">: 
The charge once made, no warriour turn the rein, 
But fight, or falt; à firm, embody' d tram. 

He whom the fortune of the field ffrall caſt 

From forth his ehartot, mount the next in haſte; 


Nor 


( 
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Nor ſeek upractisꝰd to direct the car, 
Content with javelins to provoke the war. 355 
Our great forefathers held this prudent courſe, 
Thus rul'd their ardour, thus prefery'd their force, 
By laws like theſe immortal conqueſts made, 
And earth's proud tyrants low in aſhes laid. 

$0 ſpoke the maſter of the martial art, 360 
And touch'd with tranſport great Atrides' Heart. 


Oh! hadſt tou ſtrength to match thy brave defires, | 


And nerves to ſecond what thy ſoul infpires ! 
But waſting years, that wither human race, 
Exhauſt-thy ſpirits, and thy arms unbrace. .. 365 
What once thou wert, oh ever might'| thou be 

And age the lot of any chief but the. : 
| Thus, t6 th experienc'd prince Atrides ery'd ; 
He hook his hoary locks, and thus reply'd. 
Well might I wiſh, could mortal wiſh rene“ 370 
That ſtrength which once in boiling youth I knew; 
Such as I was, when Ereathalion flain 
Beneath this arm fell proſtrate on the plain. 
But heaven its gifts not all at once beftows, 
Theſe years with wiſdom ardwns, with action thoſe : 
The field of combat fits the young and bold, 
The ſolemn council beſt becomes the old: 
To you the glorious conflict I reſign, 
Let ſage advice, the palm of age, be mine. 

He faid. Wick joy the monarch march'd before, 
And found Menefthcus ow the duſty. ſhore, 


With whom the firm Athenian phalanx ſtinds ; « 


And next Ulyſſes, with his: Ie 
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440 POPE'S HOMER. 
Remote their forces lay, nor knew ſo far 
The peace infring'd, nor heard the ſounds of war; I 
The tumult late begun, they ſtood intent 
To watch the motion, dubious of th' event. 
The king, who ſaw their ſquadrons yet unmov'd, 
With haſty ardour thus the chiefs reprov'd. 

Can Peleus' ſon forget a warriour's part, 390 
And fears Ulyſſes, ſkill'd in every art? 
Why ſtand you diſtznt, and the reſt expe& 

To mix in combat which yourſelves negleX? 0 
From you *twas hop'd among the firſt to dare 
The ſhock of armies, and commence the war. 395 
For this your names are call'd, before the reſt, 
To ſhare the pleaſures of the genial feaſt : 
And can you, chiefs ! without a bluſh ſurvey . 
Whole troops-before you labouring in the fray ? 
Say, is it thus choſe honours you requite ; 499 
The firſt in banquets, but the laſt in fight? 
- Ulyſſes heard: the hero's warmth o'erſpread 

His cheek with bluſhes : and ſevere, he ſaid: 
Take back th' unjuſt reproach ! Behold we ſtand 
Sheath'd in bright arms, and but expect command. 
If glorious deeds afford thy ſoul delight, 406 
Behold me plunging in the thickeſt fight. 
Then give thy warriour- chief a warriour's due, 
Who dares to act whate'er thou dar'ſt to view. 

Struck with his generous wrath, the king replies ; 
Oh great in action, and in council wiſe ! 

With ours, thy care and ardour are the ſame, 
Nor need I to command, nor ought to blame. 
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| Sage as thou art, and learn'd in human kind, 
Forgive the tranſport of a martial mind. 1 


| To whom with ſtern rerpoach the monarch cry'd ; 


| What glorious toils, what wonders they recite, 


| A peaceful gueſt, he ſought Mycenz's towers; 5 
Not. wo deny'd, but Jove forbade from heaven ; 
{ While dreadful comets glaring from afar 


| Forewarn'd the horrours of the Theban war. 4 5 


A fearleſs envoy, he approach · the 


And dar'd to gombat all thoſe chiefs around; 
Dar'd and fatha 
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Haſte to the fight, ſecure of juſt amends; | 

The Gods that make, ſhall keep the worthy, friends. 
He ſaid, and paſs'd'where great T ydides lay, 

His ſteeds and chariots wedg'd. in firm array : 

(The warlike Sthenelus ds his fide) 420 


Y 


Oh fon of Tydeus ! 
The bounding ſee 


3 whole ſtrength could tame 
in arms a mighty name) FI 
Canſt thou, remote, 


e bags ns I 1 deſery, W 
With hands unactive, and a"carelefs eye? 425 


Not thus thy fire the fierce encounter fear'd ; 
Still firſt in front the matchleſs prince appear'd : 


Who view'd him labouring through the ranks IE Y 
I ſaw him once, when, gathering martial powers, 430 


Armies he aſk'd, and armies had been givch, 


Next, ſent by Greece from where Aſopps-flows, - 7 
We, 5 a 

Thebe's hoſtile walls, unguarded and a 

Dauntleſs he enters, and demands th dene. 


The tyrant feafting with his chiefs he found, 440 


ved, before their haughty lord ; 
For Pallas ſtrung his arm, and edg'd his ſword, 
8 h Stung 
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Stung with the ſhame, within the winding way, 
To bar his paſſage fifty warrigurs lj; 443 


Two heroes led the ſecret ſquadron on, 
' Mzon the fierce, and hardy Lycophon ; 


Thoſe fifty ſlaughter d in the gloomy vale, 


He ſpar'd but one to bear the Yreadful tale. | 
Such Tydeus was, and ſuch his martial fire. 450 


Gods! how the ſon degenerates from the fire ! 

No words the godlike Diomed return'd, 

But heard reſpectful, and in ſecret burn'd: 3 
Not ſo fierce Capaneus undaunted ſon, 


Stern as hi Gre, the boaſter thus begun. 455 


What needs, O monarch, this invidious praiſe, 
Ourſelves to leſſen, while our fixes you raiſe ? 


Dare to be juſt, Atrides ! and confeſs | 


Our valour equal, though our fury lefs. | 

With fewer troops we ſtorm'd the Theban wall, 460 
And happier ſaw the ſevenfold city fall. | 
In impious acts the guilty fathers dy'd ; 

The ſons ſubdued, for heaven was on their ſide. 

Far more than, heirs of all our parents fame, 


Our'glories darken their diminiſn d name. 465 


To him Tydides thus. My friend, forbear, 
Suppreſs thy paſſion, and the king yevere: - 


His high concern may well excuſe this rage, 


Whoſe cauſe we follow, and whoſe war we wage; 
His the firſt praiſe, were Ilian's towers o'erthrown, 
And, if we fail, the chief diſgrace his own, 
Let him the Greeks to hardy toils excite, 
Tis ours to labour in the glorious fight, 
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He ſpoke; and ardent, on the trembling ground 
Sprung from his car; his ringing arms zeſound. 475 
Dire was the.clang, and dreadfyl from afar, 20's 
Of arm'd Tydides ruſhing to the war. Sc 
As when the winds, aſcending by degrees, Fd 
Firſt-move the whitening ſurface of the ſeas, > 
The billows float in order te the ſhoxe, 480 
The wave behind rolls on the wave before; 9 
Till, with the growing ſtarm, the ceps ariſe, 
& oam o'er the rocks, and thunder to the Kies. 
o to the fight the thick battalious throng, | 
Shields urg'd on. thields, and men drove me alon 
Sedate and ſilent move the numerous bands 
No ſound, no Thiſper, but the chief s 
Thoſe only heard; with awe the reſt obey, 
As if ſome God had ſnatch'd their voice | 
Not ſo the Trajans; from their hoſt aſcends 490 
A general ſhout that all the region rends. | 
As when the fleecy flocks unnumber'd ſtand 
In wealthy folds, and wait the milker's hand, 
The hollow vales inceſſant bleating fills, 
The lambs reply from all the neighbouring hills: 49g 
Such clampurs raſe from various nations round, 
Mix'd was the murmur, and confus' d the ſound. 
Each hoſt now joins, and each a Goc iuſpires, 
Theſe Mars incites, and thoſe Minerva ares. 
Pale Flight around, and dreadful Terrour reign; 599 
And Diſcord raging bathes the purple plain; | 
Diſcord ! dire ſiſter of the ſlaughtering power, 
Small at her þjrth, but riſing every hour, * 
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144 POPE'S HOM AR. 
While ſcarce the ſkies her horrid h&d can bound, 
She ſtalks on earth, and thakes the world around; 
The nations bleed, where-&er her ſteps ſtre turns; 
The groan til! deepens, and the combat burns. 
Now ſhield with ſaield, with helmet helmet elos d, 
To armour armour, lance to lance oppos'd, | 
Hoſt againſt hoſt with thadowy ſquadrons drew, . 510 
The ſounding darts in iron tempeſts flew, F* 3 
'Victors and vanquiſh d join promi ſcdous cries,, 
And ſhrilling ſhouts and dying groans ariſe; 
With ſtreaming blood the Hippery fields are dy'd, 
nd ſlaughter d heroes ſwell the dreadful tide, 575 
As torrents roll, increns'd by numerous rills, | 
With rage impetuous down their echoing hills; 
Ruth to the vales, and, pour'd along the plain, 
Roar through a thouſand channels to the main ; | 
The diſtant ſhepherd trembling hears the ſound: 5329 
So mix both hoſts, and fo their cries rebound, 
The bold Antilochus the ſlaughter led, 
The firſt who ſtruck a valiant Trojan dead Fl 
At great Echepolus the lance arrives, 8 
Raz'd his high creſf, and through his helmet. drives; 
Warm'd in the brain the brazen weapon lies, . 
And ſhades eternal ſettle o'er his eyes. 
So ſinks a tower, that long aſſaults had Rood 
Of force and fire; its walls beſmear'd with blood. 
Him, the bold * leader of th' Abantian throng 
| Seir'd to deſpoil, and dragg'd the corpſe along: 
But while lie ſtrove to tug th' inſerted dart, 
Agenor's javelin reach'd the hero's heart, , 
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His flank, unguarded by his ample ſhield, | 
Admits the lance : he falls, and ſpurns' the field; 53 5 
The nerves, ungrac'd,. fupport bis limbs no more; 
The ſoul comes floating in a tide of gorſe. 
Trojans and Greeks now gather round the lain; 
The war renews, the warriours blced again; 
As o'er their prey rapacious wolves engage, 540 
Man dies on man, and all is blood any} rage. | 

In blooming youth fair Simoiſius fell, 
Sent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell: 
Fair Simolſius, whom his mother bore, 


Amid the flocks.on ſilver Simois* ſhore : | 545 
The nymph deſcending from the hills of Ide, 

To ſees her parents on his flowery ſide, » 
Brought forth. the babe, their common care and Joy , 


And thence from Simois nam'd the lovely boy. 
Short was his date! by dreadful Ajax flain , 650 


He falls, and renders all- their cares in vain! . 

So falls a poplar, that in watery ground 

Rais'd high: the head, with ately branches crown n'd, 
(Fell'd by ſome artiſt with his ſhining ſteel, 

To ſnape the circle of the bending wheel) 3835 
Cut down it lies, tall, ſmooth, and largely . 
With all its beauteous honours on its head; 

There, left a ſubject to thè wind and rain, 

And ſcorch'd by ſuns, it withers on the plain. 


Thus piere'd, by Ajax, Simoiſius lies 560' 


Stretch d on the ſhore, and thus neglected dies. 
At Ajax Antiphus his javelin threw; 4 
The pointed lance with erring fury flew, . ( 


And Leucus, lov'd by wiſe Ul: yſſes, flew,. 
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146 POPE'S HOME R. 
He drops the corpſe of Simoiſius ſlain, 
And ſinks a breathleſs carcaſs on the plain. 
This faw Ulyſſes, and with grief enrag'd 
Strode where the foremoſt of the foes engag'sd ; 
Arm'd with his ſpear, he meditates the wound, 
In act to throw; but, cautious, look'd wound; 570 
Struck at his ſight the. Trojans backward drew, 
And trembling heard the javelin as it flew. 
A. chief ſtood nigh, who from Abydos came, 
Old Priam's ſon, Democoon was his name; | 
The weapon enter'd cloſe above his ear, 3575 
Cold through his temples glides the whizzing ſpear; / 
With piercing ſhrieks the youth reſigns his 
His eye-balls darken with the ſhades of death; 
Ponderous he falls; his clanging arms reſound; 
And his broad 1 rings againſt the ground.” 580 
Seiz 'd with affright the boldeſt foes appear; 
Ev'n godlike Hector feems himſelf to fear; ; 
Slow he gave way, the reſt tumultuous fled ; 
The Greeks with ſhouts preſs on, and ſpoil u the dead ; 
But Phoebus now from Ilion's towering height «585 
[Shines forth reveal'd, and animates the fight. 
Trojans, be bold, and force gvith force oppoſe ; - 
Your foaming ſteeds urge headlong on the foes ! 

Nor are their bodies rocks, nor ribb'd with ſteel; 
"Your weapons enter, and your ſtrokes they feel. 590 
Have ye forgot what ſeem*d your dread before? 

The great, the fierce Achilles fights no more. 
Apollo thus from Ilion's lofty towers 
Array'd in terrours, rouz'd the Trojan powers: 
"While 
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While War's fierce Gaddeſs fires the Grecian foe, 395 
And ſhouts and thunders in the fields below. 
Then great Diores fell, by doom divine, gs 

In vain his valour, and illuſtrious tg 2557 27 t 29% | 
A broken rock the force of Pirus threw an 
(Who from cold nus led the Thracian crew); 609 
Full on his ankle dropt the ponderous ſtone, 
Burſt the ſtrong nerves, and eraſh'd the ——_— 
Supine he tumbles on the erimſon ſands, af 2 
Before his helpleſs friends and native _ 
And ſpreads for aid his unaviiling ha 

The foe ruſh*d- furious as he pants for reat , 
And through his navel drove | the pointed death: 


-& > 
"as wo BY <4 . 


His guſhing entrails fmok'd upon the ground; 79 na 


And the warm life came iſſuing from the wound. 

. His lance bold Thoas at the conqueror ſent, 610 

Deep in his breaſt above the papꝰit went. a. 

Amid the lungs was fix'd the winged wood. 

And quivering in his heaving boſom ſtood : | 

Till from the dying chief, approaching near, 

" Th Ztolian warriour tugg'd his weighty ſpear: 614 

Then ſudden way'd his flaming faulchion round, 

And gaſh'd his belly with aJghaſtly wound, 

The corpſe now breathleſs on the bloody plain, 

To ſpoil his arms the victor ſtrove in vain ; 

The Thfacian bands againſt the victor preſt; 520 

A grove of lances glitter d at his breaſt. 7 | 

Stern Thoas, glaring with revengeful eyes, 

In ſullen fury Py quits the prize. | | 
. Thus 


- 


* 
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| 

| 

a Thus fell. two heroes ; one the pride of Thrace,. 

al And one the leader of the Epian race? 623, 


Death's fable ſhade at once o'ercaſtitheir eyes, 
In duſt the vanquiſh'd, and the victor lies. 
With copious ſlaughter all the fields are red, 
And heap'd. with growing mountains of the dead. 
Had ſome brave chief this martial ſcene beheld, 
By Pallas guarded through the dreadful feld; - ' 
Might darts be hid to turn their pojnts away,. 
And ſwords around him innocently play ; 
The war's whole art with wonder had he ſeen,. 
And counted heroes where he caunted men. 635 
So fought each hoſt with thirſt df glory fir d, 
And * on crouds e expir d. 
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THE AR GUM E N T, 
| The Ade of Diomed. 


DIOMED, aſſiſted by Pallas, performs wonders in this 
er Pandarus wounds him withran arrow, & 
Mut the Goddeſs cures him, enables Him to difcern 

Gods from mortals, and prohibits him from conten- 

ding with any of the former, excepting Venus, /Eneas 

joins Pandarus to poſe him: Pandarus is killed, 
and ZEneas in great danger, but for the aſſiſtance of 

Venus; who as ſhe is removing her ſon from the 

ht, is wounded on the hand by Diomed. Apollo 

onds her in his reſcue,” and at length carries off 

Eneas to Troy, where he is healed in the temple of 

Pergamus. Mars rallies the - Trojans, and aſſiſts 
Hector to make a ſtand. In the mean time Eneas 
is reſtored to the field, and they overthrow ſeveral of 

the Greeks ; among the reſt Tlepolemus is flain by 
Sarpedsn. Juno and Minerva deſcend to reſiſt Mars; 
the latter incites Diomed to go againſt that God; he 

wounds him, and ſends ham groaning to heaven. 


The firſt battle continues through this book. The 
ſcene is the ſame as in the former, . ä 
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UT Pallas now Tydides' ſoul inſpires, 3 

D Fills with her force, and warms with all her fires, 
Above the Greeks his / deathleſs fame to raiſe, 

And crown her hero with diſtinguiſh'd praiſe, - 

High on his helm/celeſtial lightnings play, INT 

His beamy ſhield emits a living ray; 40 

Th' unweary'd blaze inceſſant ſtreams ſupplies, 

Like the red ſtar that fires th'-autumnal ſkies, 

When, freſh; he rears his radiant orb to fight, _ 

And bath'd-in Ocean, ſhaots: a-keener light. 10 

Such glories Pallas on the chief heſtow d, Wan 

Such, from his arms, the fierce effulgence flow'd 

Onward ſhe drives him, furious to engage, 

Where the fight burns, and where the thickeſt rage, 

Ine ſons of Dares-firſt the. combat ſbught, „ 15 
A wealthy. prieſt, but rich without a fault; 

In Vulcan's fane the father's days were led, 

The ſons to toils of gloriaus battle bred ; 

. Theſe ſingled from their trbeps the fight maidtain, 5 

Theſe from their ſteeds, Tydides on the plain. 20 

Fierce for renown. the brother chiefs draw near, Fa 

And firſt bold Phegeus caſt bis founding ſpear, © 

a 5 N Whith _ 


Alt ſo, Tydides, flew thy lance in vain, 


838 POPE'S' HOMER. 
Which o'er the warriovr's ſhoulder took its courſe, 
And ſpent in empty air its erring force. 


25 
But pierc d his breaſt, and ſtretch' d him on the, 1 55 
Seiz'd with unuſual fear, Idæus fled, : 
Left the rich chariot, and his brother 2 

And had not Vulcan lent celeſtial aid, W's 
Ile too had ſunk to death's eternal ſhade ; 30 F 
But in a ſmoky cloud the God of fire 
Preſery'd the ſon, in pity to the fire, 
The ſteeds and chariot, to the navy led, 
ncreas' d the ſpoils of gallant Diomed. | 
Struck with amaze and ſhame, the Trojan ow 
Or ſlain, or fled, the ſons of Dares view; | 
When by the blood-ftain'd hand Minerva preſt 
The God of battles, and'this ſpeech addreſt. 

Stern power of war! by whom the mighty fall, 
Who bathe in blood, and make the lofty wall! 40 
Let the brave chiefs their glorious toils divide; 
And whole the conqueſt mighty Jove decige : af 
While we from interdicted fields retire, | | 
Nor tempt the wrath of heaven's avenging _, 
Her word allay'd th' impetuous warriour's heat, 4; 

. The God of arms and martial Maid retreat; | 

Remov'd from: fight, on Xanthus* flowery bound 0 
They fat, and liſten'd to the dying ſounds, 

Meantime, the Greeks the Trojan race purſue, 
And ſome bold chieftain every leader flew: 59 | 
Pirſt Odius falls, and bites the bloody and,. y 
| His d:ath ennobled wats Atrides' hand ; 


0 


'A8 


TEMAD; Beo 2 


As he to fliglit his wheeling car addreſt. 
The ſpeedy javelin drove from back to breaſt. 
In duſt the mighty Halizonian la, 
His arms reſopnd, the ſpirit wings its way. 


KOO © 


Thy fate was next, O Phæſtus! doom'd to feel i'r 


The great Idomeneusꝰ portended ſteel ; 
* Whom Borus ſent (his ſon and only joy) 
rom fruitful Tarne to the fields of Troy. 
The Cretan javelin reach'd him from afar, 
And pierc'd his ſhoulder as he mounts his car; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground, 
And everlaſting ſhades his eyes ſurraund. 
Then dy'd Scamandrius, expert in the chace, 
In woods and wilds to wound the ſavage race: 
Diana taught him all her ſylvan arts, 
To bend the bow, and aim: unerring darts: 
But vainly here Diana's arts lie tries, 
) The fatal lance arreſts him as he flies; 
From Menelaiis* arm the weapon ſent, 


* 


Through his broad back and heaving hoſom went: 


Down ſinks the warriour with a thundering ſound, 

His brazen armour rings againſt the ground. 

Next artful Phereclus untimely fell; 

Bold Merion ſent him to the realms of hell. 

Thy father's ſkill, O- Phereelus, was thine, 

The gracefut fabrick and the fair deſign, 

For, loved by Pallas, Pallas did impart _ 

9 To him the ſhipwright's and. che builder's art. 
Beneath his hand the fleet of Paris roſe, 
The fatal cauſe of all his country's woes; . 
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But he, the myftick will of heaven unknown, 


Nor ſaw. his country's peril, nor his own, 

The hapleſs artiſt, while confus d he fled, 
The ſpear of Merion mingled with the dead. 
Through his right hip with forceful fury eaſt, 
Between the bladder and the bonè it paſt: 
Prone on his knees he falls with fruitleſs cries, 
And death in laſting ſlumber ſeals his eyes. 

From Meges' force the ſwift Pedœæus fled, | 

Antenor's offspring. from a foreign bed, 


| Whoſe generous ſpouſe, Theano, heavenly fair, 


”» 


} 


Nurs'd the young ſtranger with a mother's care. 


How vain choſe cares] when Meges in the rear 
Full in his nape infix'd the fatal ſpear; | 


Swift through his crackling jaws the weapon glides, 


And the cold tongue the grinning teeth divides. 
Then dy'd Hypſenor, generous and divine, 
Sprung from the brave Dolopian's mighty line, 
Who near ador'd Scamander made abode, | 
Prieſt of the ſtream, and honour'd as a God. 
On him, amidſt che flying numbers found, 
Eurypylus inflicts a deadly wound; 
On his broad ſhoulders fell the forceful brand, 
Then glancing do Jopp'd his holy hand, 
Which ſtain'd wit 


. 


100 


ſacred blood —— j 


. Down ſunk the prieſt: the purple hand of death 


Clos d his dim eye, and fate fuppreſsd-his breath. 


Thus toiFd the chiefs, in different parts engag d, 


| | ; 1 In every quarter fieree Tydides rag d, 


Amid the Greek, amid the Trojan train, 


*Rapt through the ranks he thunders o'er the plain; 
| Now 0 
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Now here, no there, he darts from place to place, 
Pours on the rear, or lightens in their face. 115 
Thus from high hills the torrents fwift and ſtrong 
Deluge whole fields, and ſweep tlie trees along, 
Through ruin d moles the ruſhing. wN reſounds, 
O'erwhelris the bridge, and burſts the T6fty bouts. 
Theeyellow harveſts df the ripen'd year, 120 
And flatted virſfyards, one ſad waſte appear | 
While Jove deſcends in ſtuicy ſheets of rain, 
And all the Iabours of mankind are van. 

So rag'd Tydides, boundleſs in his ire, | 
Drove armes back, and rnade all Troy retife. 25 
With grief the * Teader'of the Lycian bard 4 
Saw the wide" waſte of his deſtructive hand: 

His bended bον againſt the chief he d 

Swift to the mark the thirſty- N 

Whoſe forky point the hollow breaſt- plate tore, 130 
Deep in his ſhoulder pierc'd, and drank the gore ; 
The ruſhing ſtream his braten armour dy'd, 

While the proud afcher thus exulting cry'd. 

Hither, 'ye Trojans, hither Urive your Reeds! 
Lo! by our hand the braveſt Grecian bleeds, 73 + 
Not long the dreadful ſuſtain; M 
Or Phoebus ufrg'd"mie to theſe fiekds/ 

So ſpoke he, boaltful; but the winged-dart 
Stopt ſhort of life, "andqmock'd the 'fhooter's 
The wounded chief, hehind his car fetir'd, . 
The helping hantl of Sthenetus requir d; r 
Fvift from his ſeat he leap'd upon the ground, 

And tugg d the weapon from̃ the guſting wound) 
gh Fl l 1 When 


. | Pandarus, | 
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If Cer Ifelt thee in the fighting field; 


256 _POPE'S HOMER: 
When thus the king his guardian power atldreſt, 
The purple current wandering o'er his veſt. 

O progeny. of. Jove! unconquer d maid! 
If e' er my godlike Sire deſerv'd thy aid, 


Now, Goddeſs, now thy ſacred fucoour yield. 
Oh give my lance to, reach the Trojan knight, 255 
Whoſe awrow-wounds the chief thou guard" ſt in fight; 
And day the boaſter groveling on the ſhore, 

That vaunts theſe eyes ſhall view the light no more, 

Thus pray d Tydides, and Minerva heard; 
His nerves confirm'd, his languid ſpirits chear d, 155 
He feels each limb with wonted vigour light; c 

His beating boſom claims the promis d fight. | 
Be bold (ſhe cry'd) in every combat ſhine, _ 

War be thy province, thy protection mine; 

Ruſh to the fight, and every foe controul; . 160 
Wake each paternal virtue in thy ſoul; | | 
Strength ſwells thy boiling breaſt, infus'd by me, 
And all thy godlike father breathes in thee ! 571 
Yet more, from mortal miſts I purge thy eyes, 

And ſet to view the warring Deities. 165 
Theſe ſee thou ſhun, through all th' embattled plan, W, 
or raſhly ſtrive where human force is vain. | y 

Jf. Venus mingle in the martial band, 0 
ſhalt thou wound : ſo Pallas gives command. 0 
With that, the blue-ey'd virgin wing'd her flight; A 
he hero ruſh'd impetuous t to the fight; T 
With tenfold ardour now invades the plain, T 
Wild with delay, and more enrag'd by pain. 


2 
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As on thefleecy flocks, when hunger calls; 2207 9 T? 
Amadit the field: a brindled lion falls; 175 
f chance ſome ſhepherd with a Aiſtant dart | 
The ſavage wound, he rouſes at the-ſniart, 

He foams, he-roars x the ſhepher& dares not ſtay, 

But trembling leaves the ſcattering flocks a prey 
Heaps fall on heaps 5 he bathes with blood the 1 
Then leaps victorious oer the lofty mound. 

Not with leſs fury ſtern Tydides flew ;- 

And two brave leaders at an inſtant flew :, 

Aſtynoüs breathleſs fell, and by his fide 


His people's paſtor, good Hypenor, dy d;, 185 
Aſtynoũs' breaſt the deadly lance receives 


Hypenor's ſhoulder his. broad falchion cleaves. 
Thoſe ſlain he left; and ſprung with noble rage, 


Abas and Pelyidus to engage; I 
Sons of Eurydamus, who wiſe.and old; 190 


(puld fates foreſee, and myſtic dreams unfold ;. 
The youths return d not from the doubtful plain, 
And the ſad father try d his arts in van, 

No myſtie dream could make the fates appear, 
Though now determin'd by Tydides' ſpear. 195 
Young Xanthus. next, and Thöon felt his rage; $4157. 

The joy and hope of Phænops' feeble age; l 


Vaſt was his wealth, and theſe the only heirs ' mn 


Of all his Iabours, and a life of cares. 4 


Cold death o'ertakes them in their blooming Lare, 200 


And leaves the father unavailing tears: 
To ſtrangers now deſcends his heapy ſtore, 
The race forgotton, and the name no more. 
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Two ſons of: Priam in one chariat ride, 
Glittering in arms, and cambat. ſide. by ſide. 
As when the lordly lion ſeeks. his food 1 4 
Where grazing heifers range the lonely woods 
He leaps, amidſt them with a furious bound, 
Bends their ſtrong necks, and tears them to the ground : 
So, from their ſeats. the brother, chiefs. are torn, 210 
Their ſteeds and chariot to the navy born. 

With deep concern divine Eneas vi 
The foe prevailing, and his friends purſued, 

Through the thick ſtorm df ſmging ſpears he flies, 
Exploring Pandarus with careful Gee, ang 
At length he found Lycaon's mighty ſon; | 
To whom the chief of Venus race begun. 
Where, Pandarus, are all thy honours now, 


Thy winged arrows and unerring bow, 
Thy matchle ſkill, my yet unrivall'd fame, . 229 
And boaſted- ory of the Lycian name? | 

Oh pierce that mortal! if we mortal call 

That wondrous oo by which whole armies fall; 
Or God incens d, who quits the diftant ſkies 6 

To puniſh Troy for lighted ſacrifice ; ap 225 

(Which oh avert from our unhappy ſtats! 

For what ſo dreadful as celeſtial te ?Y 
| Whoe'er he be, propitiate Jove with ray er; 

if man, deſtroy 3. if God, intreat to ſpare. 

To him the Lycian. Whom your eyes behold, 

If right I judge, is Diomed the bold 230 

Such courſers whirl him o'er the duſty field, 
| So 288 His 2 and ſo flames his — 
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If üs a God, be wears, that chief 's diſguiſe: 


or if that chief, ſome guardian of che ki: 236 


Involy'd in clouds, protects him in the fray, | 
And turns unſeen; the fruſtrate dart away. 7 
I wing'd an arrow, which not-idl fell, . 
The ſtroke had fix'd him to the gates of hell; 


His fate was due to theſe unerring hands. 

Skill'd in the bow, on foot I ſought the war, „ 
Nor join'd ſwift. horſes to the rapid car. | 
| Ten polidh'd-chariots. I poſſeſs d at home, = 
; And till they graKycaon's princely dome: 245 
I There veil'd in ſpacious -coverlets they ſtagd; ' / 
And twice ten courſers wait their lord's command; 
The good old warriour bade me truſt to theſe, 


In fields, aloft, the whirligg car to guide, 120 

And through the ranks of death triumphant,ride. I 

But vain with youth, and yet to thrift inclin' d, 

I heard his councils with unheedful mind, | 
And thought the ſeeds (your large fupplies unknown) 

Might fail. of forage in the ſtraiten d towu : — 255 

So took my bow and. pointed darts in hand, 0 

And left the chariots in my native land. 

Too late O friend l my raſhneſs 1 deplore; ir 4 

Theſe ſhafts,,-once fatal, carry death no more. 


30 And undiſſembled gore purſued the wound. 
In vain they bled ; this unavailing bow 
Serves, not to laughter, but provoke the foe, - 


1 | f | IL | | 1 0 In 


And, but ſome God, ſome angry God withſtands, 240 


When firſt for Troy I fail'd the facred ſeas; Weld * 


Tydeus” and Atreus' ſons their points have ſquad > 


3 he / horſes, praCtis'd to their lord's command, 290 


EF, 
$69 POPE'S HOMER. 
In evil hour theſe bended horns I ſtrung, | 
And ſeiz d the quiver where it-idly hung. 265 
Curs'd be the fate that ſent me to the field, 
Without a warriour's arms; the ſpear and ſhield! 

If c'er with life I quit the Trojan plain, 

If e er I fee my ſpouſe and fire again, 

Phis bow, vunfaithfut to my glorious aims, - 270 
Broke by my hand, ſhall feed the blazing flames. 
To whom the leader of the Dardan race :. 
Be calm, nor Phœbus' honour'd gift diſgrace, 


Againſt yon hero let us bend-oury/courſe, 
And, hand to hand, encounter force with force. 

w mount my ſeat, and from the chariot's height 
bſerve my father's ſteeds, renown'd in fight 
Practis'd alike to turn, to ſtop, to chace, 280 

To dareghe ſhock, or urge the rapid\race:; 2 
Secure ith theſe, through fighting fields we go; 
Or ſafe to Troy, if Jove aſſiſt the foe. 
Haſte, ſeize the whip, and ſnatch the güiding rein; 
The warriour's fury let this arm ſuſtain;; . 285 
Or, if to combat thy bold heart ineline, | 
Take thou the ſpear, ihe chariot's care be mine. 

O prince! (Lycaon's valiant ſon reply'd) | 
As thine the ſteeds, be thine the taſk to guide. 


* 
00 


Shall bear the rein, and anſwer to thy hand. 
But if, unhappy, we deſert the fight, 
Thy voice alone can animate their flight ; 


D 


Elſe 
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Elſe ſhall our fates be number'd with the dead, 


And theſe, the victor's prize, in triumph led. 295 


Thing be the guidance then: with ſpear and ſhield 
Myſelf will charge this-terrour of the field. 

And now both heroes mount the glittering car; 
The bounding courſers ruſh amidſt the war. 


Their fierce approach bold Sthenelus eſpy d, 300 


Who thus, alarm'd, to great Tydides cry'd. 

O'friend! two chiefs of force immenſe I fee, . 
Dreadful they come, and bend their rage on thee 5 
Lo the brave heir of old Lycaon's line, 


And great /Eneas, ſprung from race di vine 1 309 


Enough is given to fame. Aſcend thy car, 
And fave a life, the bulwark of our war: - 
At this the hero caſt a gloomy lobk, 
Fix'd on the chief with ſcorn; and thus he ſeo ke. - 


Me doſt thou bid to ſhun the coming 1 5 


Me would'ſt thou move to baſe, inglorious flight? 
Know, tis not honeſt in my ſoul to fear, 

Nor wag Tydides born to tremble here. 

I hate the cumbrous chariot's ſlow advance, 

And the long diſtance of the flying lance; . 3rs 
But while my nerves are ſtrong, my force entite, 
Thus front the foe, and emulate my ſire. 

Nor ſhall yon ſteeds that fierce to fight convey” 

Thoſe threatening heroes, bear them both away; 


One chief at leaſt beneath this arm ſhall die; 320 


80 Pallas tells me; and forbids to fly. 
But if ſhe dooms, and if no God withſtand, 
That both ſhäll fall by one victorious hand 8. 
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1 POPE HOMER. 


Then heed my words: my horfes here detain, 
Fix'd to the chariot by the ſtraiten'd rein; 3285 
Swift to ZEneas' empty feat proceed, ; 
And ſeize the courſers of ætherial breed: 
The race of thoſe, 'which once the thandering God 
For raviſh'd Ganymede on Tros beſtow'd, 
"The beſt that e' er on earth's broad Tarface run, 4372 
Beneath the riſing or the ſetting ſun. | 
Hence great Anchiſes ſtole a breed, unknown 
By mortal mares, from fierce Laomedon : 
Four of this race his ample ſtalls contain, 
And two tranſport ZEneas oer the plain. 335 
Theſe, were the rich immortal prize our own, F 
Through the wide world ſhould make our glory known, 
Thus while they ſpoke, the foe came furious on, 
And fern Lycaon's warlike race begun. 
Prince, thou art met. Though late 7 vain afail'd, 


The ſpear may enter Where the arrow fail'd. . 


He ſaid, then ſhook the ponderous lance; att 


On his broad ſhield the ſounding weapon rung, 

' Pierc'd the tough orb, and in his cuiraſs hung. 
He bleeds ! the pride of Greece ! (the boaſter cries)- 
Our triumph now, the mighty warriour lies 

- Miſtaken vaunter !- Diomed reply'd; - 


Thy dart has err*d,.:and\now-my ſpear be try'd : 


Ve ſcape not both; one, \headlong from his car, 


W ith hoſtile blood ſhall glut the God of War. 330 
' He ſpoke, and riſing hurl'd his forceful dart, 
Which, driven by Pallas, pisrc'd a vital part; 


Full in his face it enter'd, and betwixt 


Tu. noſe and eye-ball the proud Lycian fixt ; | 
* bn 
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Crajh'd all his jaws, and cleft the e 353 
Till the bright point lopłk d out beneath che chin. by 
Headlong he-falls, his helmet knocks the ground; = 
| Earth groans beneath lym, and his arms reſound,; - "8 
The ſtarting courſers,tremble with affright;  _. 
The ſoul indignant ſeeks. che realms of night. 360 
To guard his, laughter d friend, Mneas Airs, 
His ſpaar extending here the caxcaſc ies; 
Watchful he wheels, protects it every way, 
As the grim lion ſtalks around his prey. 
Oer the fall'n trunk his n 66 
He hides the hero with his anig 
And threats aloud : the Stecke with longing.eyes 
| Behold at diſtance, hut. forhear the prize. | 
Then fierce Tydides ſtogps; and front he fields 
Heav'd with vaſt forcꝶ, à rocky fragmeꝑpt wields. 
Not two ſtrong men th enormous eight could raiſe, 
Such men as live jn theſe. degensrate days. 
He ſwung it roupd; and gatbering ſtrength to: throw, 
* Diſcharg'd the popgergus ruin at the foe. 
Where to the hip th inſerted thigh ynites, 375 
Full on the bone the pointed marble lights; . 
Through both the tendopg broke the; rugged to 


Sunk on his knees, and ſtaggering 1 with his Shins, © 
His falling bulk his bended arm fulains; FA 
L6& i in a dizzy, miſt the warriopr lies; 
A ſudden cloud comes ſwimming,o'er his eyes. 
There the brave chief who mighty numbers ſway d, 
Oppreſs'd had ſunk to death's eternal made; *%þ 

| N 8 But 


| | 
164 POPE*'S HOMER. 3 
But heavenly Venus, mindful of the love © 383 
She bore Anchiſes in th' Idzan grove, n T8 
His danger views with anguiſh and deſpair, - 
And guards her offspring with a mother's care. 
About her much-lov'd ſow her arms ſhe throws, 
Her arms whoſe whiteneſs match the falling ſnows. 


Screen'd from the foe behind her ſhining veil, 5 


'The ſwords wave harmleſs, and the javelins fail : 


Safe through the ruſhing horſe, and feather'd flight 


Of ſounding ſhafts, ſhe bears him from the fight. 
Nor Sthenelus, with unaſſiſting hands 595 
Remain'd nnheedful of his lord's commands: 

His panting ſteeds, remov'd from out the war, 

He fix'd with ſtraiten'd traces to the car. 

Next ruſhing to the Dardan ſpoil, detains 

The heavenly courſers with the flowing manes: 409 

"Theſe in proud triumph to the fleet convey'd, 

ger how a Tp>jan lord obey'd., 

That charge to bold Deipylus he gave, | 

(Whom moſt he lov'd, as brave men love the brave) 

Then mounting on his. car, reſum'd the rein, 40g 

And follow'd where Tydides ſwept the plain. 
Meanwhile (his conqueſt raviſh'd from his eyes) 

The raging chief in chace of Venus flies : 


No Goddeſs ſhe commiſſion's to the field, 


Like Pallas dreadful with her fable ſhield, 410 


Or fierce Bellona thundering at the wall, 
While flames aſcend, and mighty ruins fall; 
He knew ſoft combats ſuit the tender dame, 
New to the field, and ſtill a foe to fame. 


Through 


4 — IJ 
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Through breaking ranks his furious courſe he bends, MY 
And at the Goddeſs his broad lance extends 1 
Through her bright veil the daring weapon drove, 
Th' ambroſial veil, which all the Graces wove; IP ; 
Her ſnowy hand the razing ſteel profan'd, 
And the trarFparent ſkin with crimſon ftain'd, 420 
From the clear vein a ſtream immortal flow'd, 
Such ſtream as iſſues from a wounded God: 
Pure emanation ! uncorrupted flood; 
Unlike our groſs, diſeas'd, terreſtrial blood: 
(For not the bread of man their life . a « 446 
Nor wine's inflaming juice ſupplies their veins.) 
Vith tender ſhrieks the Goddeſs fill'd the place, 
nd dropt her offspring from her weak embrace. 


W 


Him Phoebus took: he caſts a cloud around 


The fainting chief, and wards the mortal wound: 436 4 

Then, with a voice that ſhook the vaulted ſkies, ' , WM 
The king inſults the Goddeſs as ſhe flies. == 
Ill with Jove's daughter bloody fights agree, 
The field of combat is no ſcene for thee: 8 
Go, let thy own ſoft ſex employ thy eare, 203% 1 
Go, lull the coward, or delude the fair. \ 
Taught by this ſtroke, renounce the war's alarms, | 
And learn to tremble at the name of arms. j 

Tydides thus. The Goddeſs, ſeiz'd with dread, | 
Confus'd, diſtracted, from the conflict fled. | 440. 
To aid her, ſwift the winged Iris flew, | 
Wrapt in a miſt above the warring crew. | 
The Queen of Love with faded charms ſhe found, 
Pale, was her cheek, and livid Jook'd the wound. 

M 3 | To 


* - 
2 . *» 


n * 
PE 


Cd 


f 
1 


9 
N. 
=” 
<< 
E 
1 
* 


6% POPE*S Hen, 

To Mars, wle fat remott, they bent their , 

Far on theifefÞ, with-ctout&mvery'd e lay; 

Beſide Him woc His hence, difldin'a vat Thor, 

And, rem @ with” gold, lib Tüarbing Peay before. 

Low at his knee, ſlie Hegg. d, wittt team eyes, 8 

Her brother's car, to mount the diſtant Kies, 40 

And ſhew'd the wound by fierce Tydides given, 

A mortal man, hö dares encounter heaven. 

Stern Mars attentive hears the Queen complain, 

And to her hand commits the golden rein; 

She mounts the feat, oppreſs' d with diene obe, 

Driven by the Geddes of the printed DG 

The laſlf reſdunds, the rapieÞ chavior flies, — 

And in · a moment ſeales che lofty ſkies: 

There ſtoppid the car; and there the courſers ſtood, 

Fed bye fir Iris with am broſial food. 460 
Before her motlier, Love's) Bright Queen-appears, 

O'erwhelm'd with anguiſh and diffoly*q in tears; 

She rais'd her in her arms, beheld her bleed, 

And aſk'd, what God had-wrovght this guilty deed ? 
Then ſhe ; This inſult from no God J found, 465 

An impious mortal gave che daring wound ! 

Behold the deed of haughty Diomed ! 

*T'was in the-ſfon's defende the mother bledo 

The warwith Troy: no more the Grecians wage, 

But with the Gods (ti immortal Gods) engage. 470 
Dione then. Thy wrongs with patience bear, 

And ſhare thoſe griefs inferior powers muſt ſhare ; 

* Unnuntber'd woes mankind from us ſuſtain, 

And mem with woes aftlift-the Gods again 


0 


| 111%, Boos. V. 167 
The mighty: Mars in, mortal fetters bound, — 75 
And lodg d in brazen dungeons under ground, 
Full thirteen moons. impriſon A roar d in vain; 
Otus and Ephialtes held the chain: 
Perhaps eriſh” a; had not Hermes* care 


N has bore her weight of pain, 
i ner of the heavealy reign; 
on's ſon infix'd the deadly dart, 
with anguiſh her immortal heart. 
rity king Alcides* power conteft, 485 
The ſhaft found entrance in his iron breaſt; 
To Jove's high palace far a cure he fled, 
Pierc'd in his n dominions of the dead; 
Where Pæon, ſprinkling heavenly baim r, | 
Aſſuag d the glowing pangs, and clos' d the wound. 
Raſh, impious man! to ſtain the bleſt abodes, _ 
And drench his arrows in the blood of Gods! 

But thou (though Pallas urg d thy frantic deed) 

Whoſe ſpear ill-fated makes a Goddeſs bleed, 
Know thou, whoe er with heavenly power (contends, 
Short is his date, and ſoon his glory ends; 
From fields of death when hate he ſhall retire, 

No infant on his knees ſhall call him Sire. 

Strong as thou art, ſome God may yet be found, 

To ftretch thee. pale and gaſping on the ground ; 500 - 
Thy diſtant wife, Egiale the fair, | 
Starting from fleep with a diſtracted air, 
Shall rouſe thy ſlaves, RE loſt lord deptore, 


The brave, the great, the glorious, now no mote! 
NM + erate” This 


Reſtor'd the- gr aning God to, upper air. 480 


ans - POPE'S HOMER. | 
"This ſaid, the wip'd from Venus* wounded palm 
1 The ſacred ichor, and infus'd the balm. N 
mY Juno apd Pallas with a ſmile ſurvey'd, 
"Io And to Joye began the blue-ey'd maid. 
Permit thy daughter, gracious Jove! to tell 
How. this miſchance the Cyprian Queen befell. 5 
As late ſhe try'd with paſſion to inflame . 
The tender boſom of a Grecian dame, 
Allur'd the fair with moving thoughts of joy, 
To quit her country for ſome youth of Troy ; 
The claſping.zone, with golden buckles bound, 515 
Raz d her ſoft hand with this lamented wound. « 
Ihe Sire of Gods and men ſuperior ſmil'd, 
And, calling venus, thus addreſt his child. 
Not theſe, O daughter, are thy proper cares, 
Thee milder arts befit, and ſofter wars; 5820 
Sweet ſmiles are thine, and kind endearing charms, 
To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of arms. | 
Thuy/they,i in heaven; while on the plain below 
The fierce Tydides charg'd his Dardan foe, 
Fluſh'd with celeſtial blood purſu'd his way, * 525 
And fearleſs dar'd the, threatening God of day; 
Already in his hopes he ſaw him killd, _ 
Though ſcreen'd behind Apollo's mighty ſhield. 
Thrice ruſhing furious, at tlie chief he ſtrook; 
His blazing buckler thrice Apollo ſhook : 3 
He try'd the fourth: when, breaking from the Gone, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud. 
O ſon of Tydeus, ceaſe ! be wiſe, and ſee 


4 How vaſt the difference of the Gods and thee; F | 
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Diftance immenſe ! between the powers that ſhine 
Above, eternal, deathleſs, and divine, 
And mortal man ! ax wretch of humble birth, 


He dreads his fury, and ſome ſteps-retires. - 546 


Mieantime on Ilion's tower Apollo ſtood, 


Who bath'ſ®in blood, and ſhak'ſt th' embattled wall, 
Riſe in thy wrath ! to hell's abhorr'd abodes 555 


Me next he charg'd, and dares all heaven engage: 


In form like Acamas, the Thracian guide, 


1LI AD, Book v. "6 


A thort-liv*d reptile in the duſt of earth. 
So ſpoke the God who darts celeſtial fires; 


Then Phoebus bore the chief of Venus' race 

To Troy's high fane, and to his holy place 3. 

Latona there and Phoebe heal'd the wound, 

With vigour arm'd him, and with glory.crown'd. 
This done, the patron of the ſilver bow _ 545 
A phantom rais'd, the ſame in ſhape and ſhow. 

With great ZEneas; ſuch the form he bore, 

And ſuch in fight the radiant arms he wore. | 
Around the ſpectre bloody wars are wag d, Ta 
And Greece-and Troy with clathing ſhields engag og 
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And, calling Mars, thus urg'd:the raging God. 
Stern power of arms, by whom the mighty fall; 


n 


Diſpatch yon Greek, and vindicate the Gods. 
Firſt roſy Venus felt his brutal rage; | 


W. 
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The wretch would brave high heaven's immortal Sire, 
His triple thunder, and his bolts of fire. 366 

The God of battle iſſues on the plain, | 
Stirs all the ranks, and fires the Trojan train; 


Enrag'd, to Troy's retiring chiefs he cry'ds = 
| How 


ro poPs's HOMER, 
How leng, ye ſons of Priam! will ye fly, 565 
And/unreveng'd ſee! Priam's people dic? 


Still unreſiſted ſhall the foe deſtroy, 
And ſtretch the / ſſaugliter to the gates of Troy? 


Lo brave nens ſinks beneatk his wound, 

Not. god-like Hector more in arms renown'd : 574 
Haſte all, and take the grnerous warriour's part: 

He ſaid ; new courage ſwell'd each heros heart. 
Sarpedon firſt his ardent ſoul expreſs d, . 


And, turm'd to Hector, theſe bold words addreſs d, 
_ © 'Say, chief, is all thy ancient valour loſt, 875 
Where are chy threats, and where thy glorious boaſt, 


That propt alone by Priam's race ſnoulc ſtand 
Troy's ſacred walls, nor need a foreign Hand? | 
Now, now thy counpry calls her wanted friends, | 
And the proud vuunt in juſt derifierr ends, 380 
Remote they ſtand, while alien troops engage, | 
Like trembling hounds before tlie lion's'rage, 

Far diſtant hence I held my wide command, 
Where foaming Xanthus laves the Lycian-land,, 
With ample'wealti-(the'wiſh' of mortals): bleſt, 

A beauteous wifc, and infant at her breaſt ; 

With thoſe I left whatever: dear could be; 

Greecr, if ſhe conquers; nothing wins from: me. 

Vet firſt in fight my Lycian bands I cheas, 

And long to meet this mighty man ye fear; 590 
While Hector idle ſtands, nor bids the brave 

Their wives, their inſants, and their altars. ſave. * 


- Haſte, warriour, haſte! preſerve thy threaten d Rate ; 


Or one vaſt burſt of all- involving fate ug 
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Sons, ſires, and wives, am undiſtinguim mp 
Rouſe all thy Trojans; urge thy: aids to fight; 
Theſe claim thy thowythns by du 1 oy ng ht 
With force · inte lunt tHe brave Grerks oppbte ;- ; 
Sch cares thy friends deſerve, and ſuch — ſors. 
stung to the hrart the generous Hecteꝶ henrs, 
But juſt reproof with! decent ſilence bears. | 
From his pt6u& car the prince impgtuous ings, 
On earth he leaps; his/brazewrarmourirings,. 
Two ſhining ſpears-ars brandi din his hands 5: 6s 
Thus arm'd, he animuates his drooping bands, 
Revives their ardour, turns their ſteps from fli git; 
And wakes ane the dying frames of ft. 
They turn, they ſtand; the Greeks their fury dare, 
ondenſe their powers, and wait the growing wur. 

As when, on Ceres! ſacred floor, the ſwain 
Spreads the wide fan to clear the golden grain, 
And the light chaff, before the brerzes borne, 
Aſcends in clouds from off the heapy corn; 
The grey duſt, rifing with collected winds, 
Drives o'er the barn, and wliitens all the hinds: 
So white with daſt the Grecian hoſt appears, 
From trampling; ſteeds,. and thuudering chavioteers-z 
The duſky elvads from labour d tartirariſe; 
And roll in ſmoking volumes to the ſkies; | 620 
Mars ho vers Oer them with his fable ſhield, | 
And adds new honours to che darken field: 
Pleas'd with*his charge, and ardent to fulfil, 


In Troy defence, Apollo heaverdy wilt: 
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* catch from breaſt to breaſt the nob e fire! 


27s. POBRE'S HOMER. 
Soon as from fight the blue- ey d maid. retires, 625 


Each Trojan boſom. with new warmth he fires. 

And now the God, from forth his ſacred fane, 

Produc'd ZEneas to the ſhouting train.; 

Alive, unharm'd, with all his peers around, 

Erect he ſtood, and wvigororſs from his wound: 630 

Enquiries none they made; the dreadful day 

No pauſe of words admits, no dull delay; 

Fierce Diſcord ſtotms, Apollo loud exclaims, 

Fame calls, Mars thunders, and the field's in flames. 
Stern Diomed with either Ajax ſtood, 635 

And great Ulyſſes, bath'd in hoſtile blood. | 

Embodied cloſe, the labouring Grecian train 

The fierceſt ſhock 'of charging hoſts ſuſtain. 

-Unmov'd and filent, the whole war they wait, : 

Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as fate. 640. 


So when th* embattled clouds in dark array, 


Along the ſkies their gloomy lines diſplayßj; 


When now the North his boiſterous rage | has ſpent, 


And peaceful ſleeps the liquid element: 


The low-hung vapours, motionleſs and ſtil], 645 
Reſt on the ſummits of the ſhaded hilÞ; - | 


Till the maſwſcatters as the winds ariſe, 
Diſpers'd and broken through the ruffled ſkies. 


Nor was the general wanting to his train, | 
From troop to troop he toils through all the plain, 650 | 


Ve Greeks, be men! the charge of battle e 
Your brave aſſociates and yourſelves revere |. 


Let glorious acts more glorious acts infpire, 


. 
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On valour's ſide the odds of combat lie, 655 

The brave live glorious, or lamented die; 0. 

The wretch who trembles in the field of fame; b 

Meets death; and. worſe than death; eternal ſhame. 
Theſe words he ſeconds with his flying lance, 


F4 


To meet whoſe- point was ſtrong Deicoon's chance: 


Eneas' friend, and in his native place 
Honour d and Jov'&like Priam's royal race: 
Long had he fbught tlie foremoſt in the field, 
But now the monarch's lance tranſpierc'd his ſhield :- 
His ſhield too weak the furious dart to ſtay, ' wy 
Through his broad belt the weapon forc*d-its way: 
The grizly wound diſmiſsd his ſoul to bell, f 
His arms around him rattled as he fell. 
Then fierce neas; brandiſhing his blade; 


In duſt Orſilochus and Crethon laid, & þ 670 


Whole fire Diõcleus, wealthy, brave, and great, 

In well built Pheræ held his lofty ſeat: 

Sprung from Alpheus' plenteous ſtream ! that yickds. 
Increaſe of harveſts to the Pylian fields. 

He got Orſilochus, Diöcleus he, 675 
And theſe deſcended in the third degree. | 
Too early expert in the martial toil, | ew 

In fable ſhips they left their native Wil, | 

T' avenge Atrides: now, untimely flain, 
They fell with glory on the Phiygian plain. 680 
So two young mountain lions, nurs'd with blood 

In deep receſſes of the gloomy wood, 

Ruſh fearleſs to the plains, and uncontrol'd | 
ne the ww 
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5s POPE'S HOMER. 
Tul pierc'd at diſtanee from their native den, 68; 
O'erpower'd they fall beneath the force of men. 
Proſtrate. on earth their beauteous bodies lay, 

Like mountain firs, us tall and xajght.as they. 
Great Menelais views with pitying gyes, 

Lifts his bright. lance, and at the victor ties, 699 
Mars urg'd him on; yet, ruthleſs in his hate, 
The God hut urg d him, to, provoke his fate. 

He thus advancing, Neſtor's valiant ſon 

Shakes for his danger, and neglects his on.; 

Struck with the thought, ſhould Helen's lord be lain, 
And. all his countpy 's glorious, labours vain, 
Already met, the threatening heroes. ſtand; 

The ſpears already temble in their hand: 

In ruſh'd ;Amntilgebus, his aid to bring, E 
And fall or conquer by the Spartan-king. 708 
Theſe deen, the Pardan hack ward turn'd his courſe, 

Brave as he was, and ſbunn'd: unequal force, L245 
| The breathlefs:boutes to the Gresks they drew, 
Then mix in combat, and their toils renew. | 
Firſt Pylæmenes, great in battle, bled, 705 
Who ſheath'd in hruſs the Paphlagonians, led. 
Atrides mark'd him here ſublime he taal; 
Fix' d in his throat, the jarelin iran his __ 


The faithful Mydon, as he turn'd from! fight | 
Mis flying courſers, funk to endleſs night: nll 
A broken rock by Naſter's ſon .was:thrown; FF: 


His bended arm receiv'd the-fgllingiſtane, 
From his mumb'd hand the ivory-ſtudded eins, 


Dropt in the dluſt, are traillud: along the plain: 
f 7. C41. 
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Meanwhile his temples feel ardeadly wund; „a 
He groans in death, and ponderous ſinks to ground; 
Deep drove hid helmet in the ſands, and there 
The head ſtood jfix'd, the quivering legs in air, 

Till trampled Hat beneatif.the courſer's feet 
The youthful. xictor mounts his empty feat, 720 | 
And bears the ꝓrise in triumph to the fleet. 

Great Hector ſaw, and raging at the,view 


Pours on the Greeks; the Trojan troops purſue ; : 


He fires his hoſt with animating cries, f 
And brings along the furies of the (kies, 725 
Mars, ſtern deſtroyer | and Bellona dread, | 


Flame in the front, and thunder at their head: 1 5 


This ſwells the tumult and the rage of fight; 

That ſhakes a ſpear that caſts. a dreadful light. 

Where Hector march'd,.the God. of batiles ſhin' d, 730 

Now ſtorm'd before. him, .and-new.r2g'd;behind. = 
Tydides paus:d amidſt his full career > 

Then firſt che hero's mavly. breaſt knew, fear. 

As vchen ſame ſimple ſwain his cot forſakes, 

And wide through fens an unknown journey takes 3 

If chance ia ſuelling brook his paſſage ſtay, 

And foam impervious croſs the wanderer's Way, 


Confus' d hecſtqps, a length of country paſt, 


Eyes the rough waves, and, tir d, returns at laſt. 


Amaz'd no leſs the great Tydies:Rands;; od | 
He ſtay'd, and, turning, thus addrfs'tl his bands. 


No wonder, Greeks! that all to Hector yield, | 
Secure of favouring Gods, he takes the field; „ 
His ftrokes they ſecond, and avert our'ſpears ; + 
Behold where Mars in mortal arms appears ! 745 
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Retire then, warriours, but ſedate and flow ;- 
Retire, but with your faces to the foe. - 
Truſt not too much your unavailing might; 
"Tis not with Troy, but with the Gods ye fight. 
' Now near the Greeks, the black battalions Urew , 
of. 8 d firſt two leaders valiant Hector flew : 
nw His force Anchialus and Mneſthes found, 
1) every art of glorious war renown'd ; 

In the ſame car the chiefs to combat ride, , 


Struck at the ſight, the mighty Ajax gtows © 
With thirſt of vengeance, and aſſaults the foes. . 


l — madly: ſpear with'matchleſs fury ſent, 
= Through Amphius' belt and heaving belly went: ö 
WE  Armphius Apæſus' happy ſoil poſſels'd, 760 


With-herds aboumding, and with treafure bleſs d 
But fate reſiſtleſs from his country leg 
The chief, to periſh at his people's lead: 
Shook with his fall, his brazen-armopr rung, 


And fierce, to ſeize it, conquering Ajax ſprung; 76s 


Around his head aa'iron te peſt rainſd ; 


__ -. ; . Till, in the ſteely le ary — 4 | 
=. - Forc'd * gives 1200 and * quits the ground. * 
_:. W. hile 


1 And fought united, and united died. 75 735 
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While thus they ſtrive, Tlepomelus the great, 
| Urg'd by the force of unreſiſted fate, 
Burns with deſire Sarpedon)s ſtrength to prove; 
Alcides* offspring meets tha ſon of Jove. 1 
 (Shteath'd in bright arms each adverſe chief came on, 
Jove's great deſoendant, amd: his greater ſon. 
Preparꝰd for combat, ere the! he toſt, 9 
The daring Rhodian vents his haughty boaſt, | 
What brings this Lycian eounſellor ſo "GA ET 
Ta tremble at our arms, not mix in war ? 3 758 2 


, Know thy vain ſelf ; nor let their flattery move, we. 
Who ſtyle thee ſon of cloud-compelling Jove, : 
How far unlike thoſe chiefs of race divine, 
How vaſt the difference of their deeds and thine 1. 

1 love get ſuch heroes as my fire; whoſe ſoul 790 


No fear could daunt, nor earth nor hell. controul. 
Troy felt his arm, and yon proud e Hi ſtand 
Rais'd on the ruins of his vengeful hand: | 
With ſaxamall ſhips, and but a flender train, - 
MW He left the town a wide deſerted plain. We; 79. 
Bot what art thou? who deedleſs look'ſt arou ind, 
While unreveng'd thy Lycigns bite the ground: 
small aid to Troy thy feeble force can be, . 
But, wert thou greater, thou muſt yield to me © 
Pierc'd by my ſpear, to endleſs darkneſs go „ doo 
70 WY 1 make this preſent to the ſhades below. 
The ſon of Hercules, the Rhodian guide, 
Thus haughty ſpoke. The Lycian king reply'd. 
Thy fire, O prince! o'erturn'd the Trojan ſtate, 
> wWhoſe perjur'd monarch well defery” d his fate; ö 80 5 
vor, „ N. | ' Thoſe 
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| 


« 


Thoſe heavenly ſteeds the hero ſought ſo far, 


Falſe he detain'd, the juſt reward of war. 
Nor ſo content, the generous chief defy'd, _ 
With baſe reproathes and unmanly pride. 

But you, unworthy the high race you boaſt, 810 

Shall raiſe ny glory When thy own is loſt: . 


Now meet, thy fate, and, by. Sarpedan ſlain, 


Add one mora ghoſt to Pluto's gloomy. reign. is. 
le ſaid: both javelins at an inſtant flew; - 
Both ſtruck, both wounded.; but Sarpedon' O FIGS | 
1 Full a. che boaſter s neck the weapon ſtood, 
Transfix'd his throat, and drank the vital blood; a 
_ "The foul diſdainful ſeeks the caves of night, 
And his feal'd eyes for ever.lofe the light. 


Yet not in vain, Tlepolemus, was thrown 820 
Thy angry lance; which, piercing to the bone 
Sarpeden's thigh, had. robb'd the chief of breath; 
But Jove was preſent, and forbade the death. 

Borne from the conflict by his Lycian throng, | 
The wounded hero dragg'd the lance along. $825 


| (His friends, each buſied in his ſeveral part, 


Through haſte, or danger, had not drawn the dart.) 
The Greeks with flain Tlepolemus retir d, 
Whoſe fall Ulyſſes view'd, with fury fir d; 


Doubtful if Jove's great ſon he ſhould — $830 


Or pour his vengeance, on the Lycian. crew. 
But heaven and fate the firſt deſign withſand, 
Nor this great death muſt grace Ulyſſes“ hand. 


Minerva drives him on the Lycian train 
| Maker Cromius, . ſtrow'd the plain, 7 


Alcands 


4 


Fr 


Ke ö 


| Alcander, Prytanis, Noemon fell: 
And numbers, more his ſword had fent to hell, 


-Yet let me die iu Ilion's ſacred wall; | , 
Troy, in whoſe cauſe I fell, ſhall mourn my fall. 


But ſhakes his plume, and fierce to combat flies: 
Swift as a whirlwind, drives the ſcattering foes.; 1 * 50. 


tretch'd in theic blood, lay gafping on the ſand? 965 2 
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But Hector ſaw; and, furious at the ſight, 
Ruſh'd terrible amidſt the-ranks of figh 


—— 
— 


With joy Sarpedon view'd the wiſn d relief, 340 0 
And, faint, lamenting, thus implor' d the — 4 
Oh ſuffer not the foe to bear away | = 


My helpleſs corpſe, an unaſſiſted prey ; 
If I, unhleft, muſt ſee my ſ6n.no more, 3 
My much-loy'd confort, and my native ſhore, . 34s 5 
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He ſaid, nor Hector to the chief replies, ö 5 ; 


— 


And dyes the ground with purple as he goes. 
Beneath a beech, Jove's conſecrated thade, - 

His mournful friends divine Sarpttn laid: 

Brave Pelagon, his favourite chief, was 3 | 

Who wrench'd the javelin from his figewy "high, 355 1 

The fainting ſoul ſtood ready wing'd for flight, — 

And o'er his eye-balls ſwam the ſhades of. night; 

But Boreas riſing freſi, with gentle breath, 

Recall'd his ſpirit from the gates of death, . | 
The generous Greeks recede with tardy pace, 3860 

Though Mars and Hector thunder in their face; ; 

None turn their backs to mean ignoble flight, 

Slow they retreat, and er'n retreating fight. 

Who firſt, who laſt, by Mars and Hector's hand 
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For manag'd ſteeds, and Trechus preſs'd the ds 
Next Oenomaus, and Oenops* offspring dy*d;_ , 
Oreſdius aſt fell groaning at their fide: tt 


End, touch'd with, grief, beſpoke the blue-ey'd maid, 


And now heaven's emprefs calls her blazing car. $85 
At her command ruſh forth the ſteeds divine; 5 


be On the bright axle turns the bidden wheel 990 
Of ſounding braſs ; the poliſh'd axle ſteel,” 


Teuthras the great, Oreſtes the jenoẽ ud 


Dreſbius; in his painted mitre gay, E 3 f 870 
In fat Bœotia held his wealthy ſway, a 
Where lakes ſurround lo Hyle's watery plain; 

A. prince and people ſtudious of their ain, 


The carnage Juno from the ſkies ſurvey d, 


Oh ſight accurſt ! /ſhall faithleſs Troy prevail, 

And ſhall our promiſe'to our people fail? 

How vain the word to Menelaiis given 

By Jove's daughter and the Queen of Heaven, 

Beneath his arms that Priam's towers ſhould fally 880 

If warring Gods for ever guard the wall ! 

Mars, red with' laughter, aids ourhated foes : * 

Haſte, let us arm, and force'with force oppoſe ! 
She ſpoke; Minerva burns to meet the war: 


Rich with immortal gold their trappings line. 
Bright Hebe waits; by Hebe, ever young, 
The whirling wheels are to the chariot hung. 


o 


Eight brazen ſpokes in radiant order flame; 
The circles gold, of uncorrupted frame, 


SF 
Such as the heavens produce: and round the gold E 
Two brazen rings of work divine were roll d. 3%? 

| The 


l 7 


890 


The 


And gelden reins th* immortal courſers hold. 


Deck'd in, ſad triumph for the mournful geld, 970 


* — 
regen e 
The boſſy naves of ſolid ſilver ſhone; — 
Braces of gold ſuſpend the mov ing throne: 
The car, behind, an arching figure bore; 
The bending concave form'd an arch before. | 
Silver the beam, th' extended yoke was gold, 900 


Herſelf, impatient, to the ready car 
The courſers joins, and breathes revenge and war, > 
Pallas diſrobes ; her radiant veil unty'd, 

With flowers l with art diverſify'd, 

(The labour'd veil her heavenly fingers wove) 
Flows on the pavement of the court of Jove. | 
Now heaven's dread arms her mighty limbs inveſt, 
Jove's cuiraſs blazes on her ample breaſt ; 


0'er her broad ſhoulders hangs his horrid ſhield, 
Dire, black, tremendous ! Round the margin roll'd, 
A fringe of ſerpents hiſſing guards the gold. 
Here all the terrours of grim war appear, 
Here rages Force, here tremble Flight and Fear, gry 
Here ſtorm'd Contention, and here Fury frown'd, 
And the dire orb portentous Gorgon-crown'd. 
The maſſy golden helm ſhe next aſſumes; 5 
That dreadful nods with four o'erſhading plumes; 
do yaſt, the broad circumference contains 920 
A hundred armies on a hundred plains. 15 
The Goddeſs thus th' imperial car aſcends; 
Shook by her arm the mighty javelin bends, - 
Ponderous and huge ; that, when her fury burns, 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hoſts o'erturns. 
bu | N 3 Swift 


* of 


— . — 


3 r 
1 2 8 8 ww 


_ Ms.» - omg . wok 
WAS a. < wes 9 py 8 © . 2 4 
rn p 2 * , 
» FA * «44% — "Rees 1. _ * die * — — = 
— 1 o -_ 2 — * 4 . < J 4 * 
— — — Di Frey. _ . 


* 
— — — nts 
N 8 


1 
4 
= = 

. 

N. 
1 

H 

43% 

1 
1 p 
* \ 

N. 

ee 

4 

* 

* 
4 
1 

4 
ty FO 

+ Wo 
PO. 

E . 5 
7 p 

Wh 
dell, ©) 

CY 5 
172 
* 4 

* J 
IEF: 

F 

© 7 "yl: 

mY > 

* * 
" A 

[4 — 
1 

1 
+ 

me: I 

"4 » ee 
1 2 

„ 

1 = 

Md: 
RET 

TY, $5 

* 

«4 y ; 
1 J 4 
14 1 

Th . 

1 . 
4 |" 

1 4 
4 — 

1 

n 
* * 
9. 
"I | * 
19 

1 
3 

G 

© 3 
S * 

* 

be 
* 

£4 

| - 

2 

N 
* 

1 * 

* 

* 

—* 

> 

** 

'S* 
= 
=. 

1 

=»! 

FI 

&.4 ! 

4 

= 

T5 
1 
4 


wal 


2 


WW 
8 


** 
—U— —— om tee. 


* * 1 * 4a; + 1 
—— 2 2 2 - 
— ——— — — 


= ES = i; ” 
P „ 


22 Has 
— 


* 
— % . 
ret». nd Fl 6 oa 


my yt >< g 5 
r D346 
RT Tee _ 
WV ys - 


3 — 1 
* * 4 . 
SM 92 2 
. re . 


: * 3 — _ - 


— 1 
* 


= 
">" 
—— — — —— wen 
FCC — — 
** 


162 POPE'S HOMER. 

Swift at the ſcourge th' ethereal courſers fly, 
While the ſmooth chariot cuts the liquid ſky. 
Heaven's gates ſpontaneous open to the powers j 
Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged hours; 
 Commiſſion'd in alternate watch they ſtand, 930 
The ſun's bright portals and the ſkies command, 
Involve in clouds th' eternal gates of day, 
Or the dark barrier roll with cafe away, 
The ſounding hinges ring; on either ſide 
The gloomy volumes, pierc'd with light, divide. 935 
The chariot mounts, where deep in ambient ſkies 
Confus'd, Olympus hundred heads ariſe ; 
Where far apart the Thunderer fills his chrone 8 
O'er all the Gods ſuperiour and alone. 
There with her ſmcwy hand the qtiten reſtrains 940 
The fiery ſtecds, and thus to Jove complains. 

O Sire! can no refentment touch thy ſoul ? 
Can Mars rebel, and does no thunder roll? 
What lawleſs rage on yon forbidden plain, 
What raſh deftruQion ! and what heroes lain! 945 
Venus, and Phoebus with the dreadful bow, 
Smile on the ſlaughter, and enjoy>my. woe. 
Mad, furious power whoſe unrelenting mind 
No Ged can govern, and no juſtice, bind. 
Say, mighty father! ſhall we ſcourge his pride, 950 


And drive from fight th' impetuous homicide ? 


To whom aſſenting, thus the Thunderer faid : 
Go! and the great Minerva be thy aid. 
To tame the Monſter-gad Minerva knows, 
And * afflicts his brutal breaſt with woes. 955 
8 5 


0 


FS 


55 
He 


And ſhouts, in Stentor's ſounding voice, aloud: 


ILYA 5. Book v. 184 
le ſaid ; Saturnia, ardent'to obey, 
Laſh'd her white ſteeds along th* atrial way. 
Swift down the ſteep of heaven the chariot rolls, - 
Between th' expanded earth and ſtarry poles. 
Far-as a ſhepherd, from ſome point on high, 9865 
O'er the wide main extends his boundleſs eye; | 
Through ſuch a ſpace of air, with thundering ſound, 
At every leap th* immortal courſers bound 
Troy now they reach'd, and touch'd thoſe banks divine 
Where ſilver Simois and Scamander join. 965 
There Juno ſtopp'd, (and der fair ſteeds unloos'd) 
Of air condens'd a vapour circumfus'd : | 
For theſe, impfegrate with celeſtial PIR 
On Simois* brink ambrofial herbage grew. 
Thence to relieve the fainting Argivt throng, 970 
Smooth as the ſailing doves, they glide along. 
The beſt and braveſt of the Grecian band 

(A warlike-errcle) round Tydides ſtand : 
Such was their look as lions bath'd in blood, 
Or foaming boars, the terrour of the wood. 975 | 
Heaven's Empreſs mingles with the mortal croud, 


Stentor the ſtrong, endued with brazen lungs, 

Whoſe throat furpaſs d the force-of fifty tongues. _ 
Inglorious Argives } to your race a ſhame, 980 

And only men in figure and in name! | 

Once from the walls your timorous foes engag'd, 

While fierce in war divine Achilles ragtd ; 

Now iffuing fearleſs they poſſeſs the plain, 

Now win the ſhores; and ſcarce the ſeas remain. " 985 
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Foremoſt he preſs'd in glorious toils to Gs, 
And ſcarce refrain'd when I forbade the war. 


15. 


-  'The king beſide his panting ſteeds ſhe found, 
O' erſpent with toil, repoſing on the ground: 


Whoſe ample belt, that oer his ſhoulder lay, 


POPES HOMER. ; 
Her ſpeech new fury to their hearts convey'd;; 
While near Tydides ſtood th* Athenian maid; 


To-cool his glowing wound he fat apart 
(The wound inflited by the Lycian dart); 
Large drops of ſweat from all his limbs deſcend, 
Beneath his ponderous ſhield his ſinews bend, 


990 


He eas d; and waſh'd the clotted gore away. 995 
The Goddels leaning o'er the bending yoke, — 
* Behde his courſers, thus her ſilence broke. 
Degenerate prince] and not of Tydeus' kind, 
Whoſe little body lodg'd a mighty mind; 


1000 


Alone, unguarded, once he dar'd. to go 
And feaſt, encircled by the Pheban foe; 
There bray'd, and vanquiſh'd, many a hardy knight; 
Such nerves I gave him, and ſuch force in fight. 1003 
Thou too no leſs haſt been my conſtant care . 
Thy hands I arm'd, and fent thee forth to war: 
But thee, or fear deters, or ſloth. detains ; 
No drop of all thy father warms thy veins. 

The chief thus anſwer'd mild. Immortal maid ! 
I own thy preſence, and confeſs thy aid. 
Not fear, thou know'ſt, withholds me from the plains, 
Nor ſloth hath ſeiz'd me, but thy word reſtrains: 
From warring Gods thou bad'ſt me turn my ſpear, - 


And Venus nr found reſiſtance here. 1013 
| | Hence 
: IM 
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Not Mars himſelf, nor gught immortal, fear. 


; IL 1 A D, Boo v. ws © 
Hence, Goddeſs ! heedful of thy high commands, ; 
Loth I gave way, and warn'd our Argive bands ; 
For Mars, the homicide, theſe eyes beheld, 4 
With ſlaughter red, and raging round the field.. 

Then thus Minerva, 105 Tydides, hear! 1020 


* 


Full on the- God impel thy foaming horſe 2 2. 
Pallas commands, and Pallas lends thee force. , | 
Raſh, furious, blind, from theſe to thole he flies A 
And every hde of wavering combat tries; hag i 
Large promiſe makes, and breaks the promiſe made; 
Now gives the Grecians, now the Trojans aid. 

She faid and to the ſteeds approaching near, 
Drew from his ſeat the martial charioteer. | 
The vigorous pdwer the trembling car aſcends, 1030 


Fierce for revenge; and Diomed attends. 


The groaning axle bent beneath the load; 
So great a Hero, and ſo great a Gd. 
She ſnatch'd the reins, ſhe laſh'd with all her force, 
And full on Mars impell'd the foaming horſe : 1035 
But firſt to hide her heavenly viſage ſpread | 
Black Orcus' helmet o'er her radiant head, 

Juſt then gigantick Periplias lay ſlam, _ 
The ſtrongeſt warriour of th Ætolian train; | 
The God, who flew him, leaves his proſtrate prize 
Stretch'd where he fell, and at Tydides _—_— 
Now, ruſhing fierce, in equal. arms appear, 
The daring Greek ; the dreadful Ged of war ! | 


Full at the chief, above his courſer's head, bf Pas 4 
From Mars's arm tk' enormous weapon fled; 2045 
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Pallas oppos'd her hand, and caus'd to glance 
Far from the car, the ſtrong. immortal lance. 

Then threw the force of Tydeus* warlike ſon; 
The javelin hiſs'd ; · the Goddeſs urg'd it on: 
Where the broad cincture girt his armour round, 1050 
It pierc'd the God: his groin receiv'd the wound. 
From the rent ſkin the warriour tugs again 

The ſmoking ſteel. Mars bellows with the pain: 
Loud as the roar encountering armies yield, 
When ſhouting millions ſhake the thundeving field, 
Both armies ſtart, and trembling gaze around ; 
And earth and heaven rebellow to the ſound. 

As vapours blowÞby Auſter's ſultry þfeath, 


In ſuch a cloud the God from combat driven, 

High o Ir the duſty whirlwind ſcales the heaven. 

Wild with his pain, he fought the bright abodes, 

There ſullen ſat beneath the Sire of Gods, . 1065 

Show'd the eeleſtial blood, and with a groan 

Thus pour'd his plaints before th' immortal throne, 
Can Jove, ſupine, flagitious facts ſurvey, 

And brook the furies of this daring day ? 

For mortalꝰmen celeſtial powers engage, 

And Gods on Gods exert eternal rage. 

From thee, O father ! all theſe ills wt bear, 

And thy ſell daughter with the ſhield and ſpear : 


£2 Thou gav'ſt that fury to the realms of light, 


Perhicious, wild, regardleſs of the right. 


"4 


* 
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* 


1LIA d, oor V. tf 


All heaven beſide reveres thy ſovereign ſway, 
Thy voice we hear, and thy beheſts obey : 
'Tis hers t' offend, and ev*n offending ſhare | 
Thy breaſt, thy counſels, thy diſtinguiſh'd care: 
So boundleſs ſhe, and thou fo partial grown, 1080 
Well may we deem the wondrous birth thy own, © 
Now frantic Diomed, at her command; | 
Againſt th Ammortals lifts his raging hand: 
The heavenly Venus firſt his fury found, g 
Me next eno@untering, me he dar'd to wound; ro85 
Vanquiſh'd I fled : ey*n I the God of fight, 
From mortal madneſs ſcarceWas ſav'd by light. 
Elſe hadſt thqu ſeen me fink on yonder plain, 
Heap'd round, and heaving under loads of flain ! 
Or, pierc'd with Grecian darts, for ages lie, 1090 
Condemn'd to pain, though fated not to die. 

Him thus upbraiding, with a wrathful look 
The Lord of thunders view'd, and ſtern beſpoke. 

To me, perfidions ! this lamenting ftrain ? | 
Of lawleſs force ſhall lawleſs Mars complain? 1095 
Of all the Gods who tread the ſpangled ſkies, 
Thou moſt unjuſt, moſt odious in our eyes ! 
Inhuman diſcard is thy dire delight, 
The waſte of ſlaughter, and the rage of fight, 
No bound, no law, thy fiery temper quells, 1100 
And all thy mother in thy ſoul rebels. | 
In vain our threats, in vain our power we uſe ; 
She gives th' example, and her ſon purſues, 
Yet long th' inflicted pangs thou ſhalt not mourn, 
Sprung ſince thou art from Jove, and heavenly born - 

| ary, Elſe 
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238 P'OPE'S HOMER. 
Elſe, "(ing'd with lightning hadſt thou hence been 
thrown, 1 

Where chain'd on banning rocks the Titans groan, 
Thus he who ſhakes Olympus with his nod ; 

Then gave to Pæon's care the bleeding God. 

With gentle hand the balm he pour'd around, 1110 

And heal'd th' immortal fleſh, and clos'd the wound, 

As when the fig's preſt juice, infus'd in cream, 

To curds coagulates the liquid ſtream, 

Sudden the fluids fix,. the parts combin'd ; 

Such, and ſo ſoon, th' ætherial texture join d. 1115 

Cleans:d from the duſt and gore, fair Hebe dreſt 

His mighty limbs in an immortal veſt, , 


Glorious he ſat, in majeſty reſtor'd, 


Faſt by the throne of heaven's ſuperior Lord. | 
1 


Juno and Pallas mount the bleſt abodes, 


Their taſk perform'd, and mix among the Gods. 


THE A R G UM E Nr. 


The Epiſodes of Glaucus and Diomed, and of Hector 
and Andromache. 14 


THE Gods having left the field, the Grecians prevail, 
Helenus, the chief-augur of Troy, commands Hec- 
tor to return to the city, in order to appoint a ſo- 
lenin proceſſion of the queen and the Trojan matrons 
to the temple of Minerva, to entreat her to remove 

Diomed Nom the fight. The battle relaxing during 
the abſence of Hector, Glaucus and Diomed have an 
interview between the two armies; where coming to 

the knowledge of the friendſhip and hoſpitality paſt 
between their anceſtors, they- make 'exchange of 
their arms. Hector, having performed the orders of 
Helenus, prevails upon Paris to return to the bat- 

"Ye; and taking a tender leave of his wife Andro- 

mache, haſtens again to the fielc. 


The ſcene is firſt in the field of battle, between 
the river 8Simois and Scamander, and then changes 
to Troy. 8 
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ow heaven forſakes the aght ; wy ;mmortals : 


. yield, 


To 3 force and human (ill, the field: 


Dark ſhowers of javelins fly from foes to foes ; 
Now here, now there, the tide of combat” flows; 


While Troy's fam'd * ſtreams, that bound the death- : 


ful plain, n 8 
On either ſide run purple to the man. 
Great Ajax firſt to eonqueſt led the way, 
Broke the thick ranks, and turn'd the doubtful day. 
The Thracian Acamas his falchion found, 


And hew'd th' enormous giant to the ground; 10 


His thundering arm a deadly ſtroke impreſy | 
Where the black horſe-hair nodded oer his creſt ; 
Fix'd in his front the brazen weapon hes, 

And ſeals in endleſs ſhades his ſwimming eyes. 


Next Teuthras' ſon diſtain'd the ſands with blood, 125 


Axylus, hoſpitable, rich, ànd good: 

In fair Ariſbe's walls (his native place) 
He held his ſeat; a friend to human race. 
Faſt by the road, his ever- open door 


d wealthy, and reliev d the Oy — 269 5 


10 
# Scamander and Simois, © 
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To ſtgrn Tydiges he falls a prey, - 

No friend to — him in the dreadful day ! ) 

| Breathleſs the good man fell, and by his fide 

His faithful ſervant, old Clekus, dy d. z 
By great Euryalus was Dreſus ſlain, 25 

And next he lay'd Qpheltius on the plain. 

Two twins were near, bold, beautiful, and young, 

From a fair Naiad and Bucolion ſprung: 

(Laomedon's white flocks Bucolion fed, 


Here dead they lay in all their youthſ | charms ; 
* he ruthleſs victor ſtripp'd their ſhining arms. 
Aſtyalus by Polypœtes fel; 35 
Vlyſſes' ſpear Pidytes ſent to hell; r 
By Teucer's ſhaft brave Aretaön bled, | WT? 
And Neſtor's ſon laid ſtern Ablerus dead 
Great Agamemnon, leader of the brave, 
The mortal wound of rich Elatus gave, 40 
"Who held in Pedaſus his proud abode, pens 
And till'd the banks where filver Satnio flow'd. 
Melanthius by Eurypylus was ſlain; | 
And Phylacus from Leitus flies in vain. | 
Unbleſt Adraſtus next at mercy lies 4353 
Beneath the Spartan ſpear, a living prize. 
Scar' d with the din and tumult of the feht 
His headlong ſteeds precipitate in flight, | 
_ Ruſh'd on a tamariſk's ſtrong trunk, and broke 
; . he matter d b from the crooked yoke; 50 
| Wide 


IIIA D, Boox vr. 193 
. Wide o'er the field, reſiſtleſs as the wind, 
For Troy they fly, and leave their lord behind. 
Prone on his face he ſinks. beſide the wheel: 
Atrides o'er, ſhakes his vengeful ſteel ; 


The fallen chief in ſuppliant poſture preſs l. 368 


The victor's knees, and thus his prayer adreſs'd, 
Oh, ſpare my youth ! and for the life Lowe 

Large gifts of price my father ſhall beſtow. - 

When fame ſhall tell, that, not in battle ſlain, 

Thy hollow ſhips his captive ſon detain; 60 
Ric heaps of braſs ſhall i in thy*tent be told, 

And ſteel well temper'd perſuaſive gold. 

He ſaid: compaſſior touch d the hero 8 7 

He ſtood, ſuſpended, with the lifted dart ; | 

As pity pleaded for his vanquiſh'd prize, 65 

Stern Agamemnon ſwift to vengeance flies, 

And furious thus. Oh impotent of mind! 

Shall theſe, ſhall theſe Aqgrides' merey find? 

Well haſt thou known proud Troy's perfidious land, 

And well her natives merit at thy hand! 70 

Not one of all the race, nor ſex, nor age, . 

Shall ſave a Trojan from our boundleſs rage: 

Ilion ſhall periſh whole, and bury all; 

Her babes, her infants at the-breaſt, ſhall fall. 

A dreadful leſſon of exampled fate, FR:  - 

To warn dhe nations, and to curb the great! / 
The monarch ſpoke; the woods with warmth ad- 

dreſt, 

To rigid juſtice ſteelꝰd his brother s breaſt, 

Fierce from his knees the hapleſs chief he thruſt; 

The v3 s javelin ſtretch'd him in the duſt, _ 80 
von l. 0 Th 
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Turn back the routed, and forbid the flight; 100 


194 e HOME R. G 
Then preſſing with his foot his panting heart, 
Forth from the ſlain he tugg'd the reeking dart. 
Old Neſtor ſaw, and rous'd the warriour's rage; 
Thus, heroes! thus the. vigorous combat wage! 
No fon of Mars deſcend, for ſervile gains, 

To touch the booty, while a foe remains. 
Behold yon glittering hoſt, your future ſpoil! £ 
Firſt gain the conqueſt, then reward the toi}. 

And now had Greece eternal fame acquir'd, 
And frighten'd Troy within her walls retir'd ; 
Had not ſage Helenus her ſtate redreſt, 

Taught by the Gods that mov'd his facred breaſt, 
Where Hector ſtood, with great Æneas join'd, 
The ſeer reveal'd the counſels of his mind. 

Ve generous chiefs ! vn whom th' immortals lay 
The cares and glories of this doubtful day; 

On whom your aids, your country's hopey depend ; 
Wiſe to conſult, and active to defend! 1 
Here, at our gates, your brave efforts unite, 


Ere yet their wives? ſoft arms the cowards gain, 
The ſport and inſult of the hoſtile train. 

When your commands have hearten'd every band, 
\ Ourſelves, here fix'd, will make the dangerous ſtand ; 
Preſs'd as we are, and ſore of former fight, 103 
Theſe ſtraits demand our laſt remains of might. 
Meanwhile, thou Hector to the town retire, 

And teach our mother what the Gods require: 
Direct the queen to lead th' aſſembled train 

Of Troy's chief matrons to Minerva's fane; 110 


_ "3 0 r 
2 — . 


195 


Unbar the ſacred gates, and ſeek the power 
With offer'd vows, in Ilion's topmoſt tower. 
The largeſt mantle her rich wardrobes hold, 
Moſt priz'd for art, and Jabour'd o'er with gold, 
' Before the Goddeſs' honour'd knees be ſpread 175 
And twelve young heifers to her altars led : - 
If ſo the power, aton'd by fervent prayer, 
Our wives, our infants, and our city ſpare, * 
And far avert Tydides' waſteful ire, 
That mows whole troops, and makes all Troy Poe 
Not thus Achilles taught our hoſts to dread, 
Sprung though he was from more than mortal bed; 
Not thus reſiſtleſs rul'd the ſtream of fight, 
In rage unbounded, and unmatch'd in might. : 
Hector obedient heard; and, with a b&und,. 125 
Leap'd from his trembling chariot to the ground; 5 
Through all his hoſt, inſpiring force, he flies, 
And bids the thunder of the battle riſe. 
With rage recruited the bold Trojans glow, 
And turn the tide of conflict on the foe: 130 
Fierce in the front he ſhakes two dazling ſpears : 
All Greece recedes, and *midit her triumphs fears 
Some God, they thought, who ral'd the fate of 
Shot down avenging, from the vault of ſtars. 
Then thus, alohd. Ye dauntleſs Dardans, ht 
And you whom diſtant nations ſend to war! 
Be mindful of the ſtrength your fathers bore ; 
Be ſtill yourſelves, and Hetto aſks no more. 
One hour demands me in the Trojan wall, 
To bid our altars flame, and victinis fall: 
| ; "Os >= 
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Ws POPE HOMER. ,.- | 
Nor ſhall, I truſt, che matrons holy train 
And reverend elders, ſeek the Gods in yain. 

This faid, with ample ſtrides the hero paſt ; 
The thield's large orb behind his ſhoulder cat, 
His neck o'erſhading, to his ancle hung; 145 
And as he march'd, the brazen buckler rung. 
Now paus'd the battle (godlike Hector gone) 
When daring Glaucus and great Tydeus' ſon 
Between both armies met: the chiefs from far 
Obſer yd each other, and had mark'd for war- 
Near as they drew, Tydides thus began. a 
What art thou, boldeſt of the race of man ? 

Our eyes, till now, that aſpect ne'er beheld, 
Where fame is reap'd amid th' embattled field; 
Yet far before the troops thou dar'ſt appear, 

And meet a lance the fierceſt heroes fear. 
Unhappy they, and born of luckleſs fires, | 
Who tempt our fury when Minerva fires ! 
But if from heaven, celeſtial thou deſcend ; 

Know, with immortals we no more contend. -' 160 
Not long Lycurgus view'd the golden light, 

That daring man who mix'd with Gods in fight. 
Bacchus, and Bacchus” votaries, he drove, 
With brandiſn'd ſteel from Nyſſa's ſacred grove : 

Their conſecrated ſpears lay ſcatter d round, 163 

With curling vines and twiſted ivy bound; 
While Bacchus headlong ſought the briny flood, 
And Thetis' arm-receiv'd the trembling God, 

Nor fail'd the crime th* immortals? wrath to move, 

, (TV immortals bleſt with endleſs caſe above) 270 

= 0 Depriv's 
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Depriv'd of ſight by their avenging doom, 
hearleſs he breath'd, and wander'd in the gloom : | 
'Fhen ſunk unpity'd to the dire abodes, 

A wretch accurſt, and hated by the Gods! 


brave not heaven: but if the fruits of earthy 1753 


Suſtain thy life, and human be thy birth; 
Bold as thou art, too prodigal of breath, 
Approach, and enter the dark gates of death. 

What, or from whence I am, or who my ſire, 
(Reply'd the chief) can Tydeus? ſon enquire? 180 
Like leaves an trees the race of man is found, | 

Now green in youth, now withering on the N $ 

Another race the following ſpring ſupplics ;. 
They fall ſucceſſive, and ſucceſſive riſe: ; 
So generations in their courſe decay; 185 
So flouriſh theſe, when thoſe are paſt away. 
But if thou ſtill perſiſt to ſearch my birth, 
Then hear a tale that Alls the ſpacious earth. 

A city ſtands on An gos utmoſt bound, 


(Argos the fair for warlike ſteeds renown'd) 190, % 


Folian Siſyphus, with wiſdom bleſt, 

In ancient time the happy walls poſſeſt, 

Then call'd Ephyre: Glaucus was his ſon;. 

Great Glaucus, father of Bellerophon, 

Who o'er the ſons of men in beauty ſhin'd, 195; 
Lov'd for that valour which preſerves mankind. 

Then mighty Prætas Argos ſceptres ſway d, = 
Whoſe hard. commands Bellerophon 9 th 

With direful jealouſy the monar ch rag'd, 


| And the brave prince in numerous toils nan d. 200 
o 3, | | warty For: 
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or him Antza burn'd with lawlefs flame, | h F 
And ſtrove to tempt him from the paths of fame: 1 
In vain ſhe tempted the relentleſs youth, PT 
G Endued with wiſdom, ſacred fear, and truth. 
Fir'd at his ſcorn the queen to Prætus fled, 205 8 8 
And begg'd revenge for her inſulted bed: = | 
Incẽns'd he heard, reſolving on his fate; | n 
But hoſpitable laws reſtrain'd his hate: 
To Lycia the devoted youth he ſent, 
With tablets ſeal'd, that told his dire intent. 210 
Now, bleſt by every power who guards the good, 
The chief arriv'd at Xanthus' ſilver flood: 
There Lycia's monarch paid kim honours due, 
Nine days he feaſted, and nine bulls he flew. ' 
But when the tenth bright morning orient ** d, 21 15 
The faithful youth his monarch's mandate * 
The fatal tablets, till that inſtant ſeal'd, 


The deathful ſecret to the king reveal'd. | "ON 
. Firſt, dire Chimæra's conqueſt was enjoin'd : 
A mingled monſter, of no mortal kind; 220 


- Behind, a dragon's fiery tail was ſpread ; 
oF goat's rough body bore a lion's head 
Her pitchy noſtrils flaky flames expire; 
Her gaping throat emits infernal fire. 
This peſt he ſlaughter'd (for he read the ſkies, 225 
And truſted heaven's informing prodigies) 
Then met in arms the Solymzan crew, 
(Fierceſt of men) and thoſ#the warriour ſlew, 
Next the bold Amazon's whole force defy'd ; 
And conque;'d Kill, for heayen was on his fide, an 
. or 
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Nor ended here his toils: his Lycian foes 
At his return, a treacherqus ambuſli roſe, 
With level'd ſpears along the winding ſhore ; 
There fell they breathleſs, and return'd no more. 


At length the monarch with repentant grief 235 


Confeſs'd the Gods, and God-deſcended chief; 
His daughter gave, the ſtranger to detain, 

With half the honours of nis ample reign : 

The Lycians grant a choſen, ſpace of ground, 


With woods, with vineyards, and with harveſts crown'd. 


There long the chief his happy lot poſſeſs d. 

With two brave ſons and one fair daughter bleſs'd ; 

(Fair ev'n in heavenly eyes; her fruitful love 

Crown'd, with-Sarpedon's birth th' embrace of Jove) 

But when at laſt, diſtracted in his mind, 245 

Forſook by heaven, forſaking human kind, 

Wide o'er th* Aleian field he choſe to ſtray, 

A long, forlorn, uncomfortable way ! 

Woes heap'd on woes conſum' d his waſted heart ; 3 

His beauteous daughter fell by Phœbe's dart; 250 

His eldeſt-born by raging Mars was ſlain, |; 

In combat on the Solymœan plain. . 

Hippolochus ſurviv d; from him I came. 

The honour'd author of my birth and name; 

By his decree I ſought the Trojan town, 

By his inſtructions learn: to win renown, 

To ſtand the firſt in worth as in command, 

To add new hoyours to my native land, 

Before my eyes my mighty fires to place, 

And emulate the glories of our race. | 
O04. 
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200 POPE'S HO a E-R! 7 
He ſpoke; and tranſport fill'd Tydides' heave; 

In earth the generous warriour fix'd his dart, 
Then friendly, thus, the Lycian prince addreſt : 
Welcome, my brave hereditary gueſt! N 
Thus ever let us meet, with kind embrace, 1 265 
Nor ſtain the ſacred friendſhip of our race. 
Know, chief, our grandſires have been gueſts of old 
Oeneus the ſtrong, Bellerophon the bold: 

Our ancient ſeat his honour'd preſence grac'd, 

Where twenty days in genial rites he paſs'd. 270 
'The e drr. mutual iprefents left; 3 
A golden goblet was thy grandſire's gift; 

Oeneus a belt of matchleſs work beftow'd, 

That rich with Tyrian dye refulgent 'glow'd, | 
(This from his pledge I learn'd, which ſafely ſtor d 
Among my treaſures, ſtill adorns my board: 

For Tydeus left me young, when Thebe's wall 
Beheld the ſons of Greete untimely fall.) 

Mindful of this, in friendſhip let us join; 

H heaven our. ſteps toforeign lands incline, 280 
My gueſt in Argos thou, and I in Lycia thine, 
Enough of Trojans to \his lance ſhall yield, 


In the full harveſt of yon ample field; 
Enough of Greeks ſhall dye thy ſpear with gore; 
But thou and Diomed be foes no more. 285 


Now change we arms, and prove to either hoſt 
We guard the friendflip of the line we boaſt. 
Thus Having ſaid, the gallant chiefs alight, 
Their hands they join, their mutual faith they plight ; 
Brave Glaucus then ch narrow thought teſign'd, 


"(ove warm'd his bhoſom and enlarg'd his mind: 
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For Diomed's braſs arms, of mean device, | 
For which nine ox em paid, (a vulgar price ;) 
He gave his own, of gold divinely wrought, | 
A hundred beeves the-ſhining purchaſe bought. 295. 

Meantime tle: ian of the Frojan ſtute, 

Great Hector, enter A at the Scæan gate. 
Beneath the beech-tree's conſecrated thades, 
The Trojan matrons and the Trojan maids 
Around him flock'd, all prefs'th with piaus cara 300 
For huſbands, brothers, ſons, / engag'd in war. «275 
He bids the train in long pr man. 
And ſeek the Gods t' avert t pending woe. 
And now to Priam's ſtately courts he came, 
Rais'd on axch'd columns of ſtupendous frame; 30 5. b, 
O'er theſe a range of marble ſtructure runs, 
The rich pavilions of his fifty ſous, 
In fifty chyabers lodg'd: and rooms of ſtate: 
Oppos'd to thoſe, where Priam's daughters ſat: _. 
Twelve domes for them and their loy'd ſpouſes- ſhone, 
Of equal beauty, and of poliſh'd ſtorie. | 
Hither great Hector paſs'd, nor paſs'd unſeen * 
Of royal Hecuba, his mother queen. 
(With her.Laodict, whoſe beautevus face 
Suzpaſs'd the nymphs of Troy $ illuſtrious race) 1 
Long in a ſtrift embrace ſhe held her ſon, ? 
And preſs d his hand, and tender thus begun. 
O Hector! ſay, what great occaſion calls | 
My ſon from fight, when Greece ſurrounds our walls? 
Com'ſt thou to ſupplicate th almighty power, 320 
With lifted hands from Iion's lafty tower? 
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222 PO PES HOMER. | 
Stay, till I bring the cup with Bacchus crown'd, ＋ 
In Jove's high name, to ſprinkle on the ground, 
And pay due vos to all the Gods around. | 


Then with a plenteous draught-refreſh thy ſoul, _ 5 5 


And draw new ſpirits from the generous bowl ; 
Spent as thou art with long laborious fight, 
The brave defender of thy country's right. 


 Inflaming wine, pernicious to mankind, 330 
Unnerues the limbs, and dulls the noble mind. 

Let chiefs abſtain, and ſpare the ſacred juice 

To ſprinkle to the Gods, its better uſe. 

By me that holy office were profan'd ; 2 
Bl fits it me, with human gore diſtain d. 335 
To the pure ſkies theſe horrid hands to raiſe, 

Or offer heaven's great Sire polluted praiſe. 


Far hence be Bacchus' gifts (the chief rejoin'd:) g 2 


You with your matrons, go! a ſpotleſs train, ci 


And burn rich/odours in Minerva's fane. 

The largeſt mantle your full wardrobes hold, 340 
Moſt priz d for art, and labour'd o'er with gold, 
Before the Goddeſs' honour'd knees be ſpread, 

And twelve young heifers to her altar led. 

So may thepomer, aton'd by fervent prayer, 

Our wives, our infants, and our city ſpare, - 345 
And far avert Tydides' waſteful ire, 

Who mows whole troops, and makes all Troy re retire, 
Be this, O mother, your religious care; 

I go to rouſe ſoft Paris to the war; 

If yet, not loſt to all the ſenſe of ſhame, 350 
The recreant warriour hear the voice of fame. 0 
| , Oh 
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ITA D, Boon VI. 203 
' Oh would kind earth the hateful wretch embrace, o 
That peſt of that ruin of our race 
Deep to yis might he deſcend, 
Troy yet ſhoul iſn, and my ſorrows end. 353 


This heard, ve command; and ſummon'd came 
Each noble matro jand fious dame. | 
The Phrygian queen to her rich wardrobe went, 
Where treaſur*d odours breath'd a coſtly ſcent. 
There lay the veſtures of no vulgar 3 360 
Sidonian maids embroider'd every part, FRO 
Whom from ſoft Sidon youthful Paris bore, 
With Helen touching on the Tyrian ſhore, 
Here as the queen revoly'd with careful eyes 3 0 | 
The various textures and the various dyes, 363 
She choſe a veil that ſhone ſuperiour far, f 
And glow'd refulgent as the morning ſtar. 
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Herſelf with this the long proceſſion leads; i 

The train majeſtically ſlow proceeds. F | b 

Soon as to Ilion's topmoſt tower they come, 37⁰ 1 
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the high Palladian dome, 
fair Theano, waits 


And awful rea 
Antenor's conſo 


— 2 


As Pallas* prieſtgg#, and unbars the gates. 1 
With hands upliftyd and imploring eyes, 1 1 
They fill the dome with ſupplicating eries. 375 14 

| 1 


Ihe prieſteſs then the ſhining veil diſplays, @ | 
Plac'd on Minerva's knees, and thus ſhe prays. 
Oh awful goddeſs ! ever-dreadful maid, 0 
Troy's ſtrong defence, unconquer'd Pallas, aid! \ 
Break thou Tydides' ſpear, and let him fall 380 
Prone on the Auſt before the Trojan wall. 
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. oy 80 twelve young heifers, guiltleſs of the yoke. | 


shall fill thy temple with. a grateful ſmoke. — 
But thou, aton'd by penitence and prayer, | 


\ ad Gurſelves, our inſants, and our city ſpare! . 335 
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So pray d the prieſteſs in her holy fane; 
So vow'd the matrons, but they vow'd in vain. 


While theſe appear before the power with prayers, | 


Hector to Paris' lofty d 45 repairs. | . 
Himſelf the manſion ra from every part. 390, 
Aſſembling architects of matchleſs art. 2+ “ 
Near Priam's court and Hector's palace ſtands 
The pompous ſtructure, and the town, commands. 
A ſpear the hero bore of wondrous ſtrength, EE 
Of full ten cubits was the lance's length, 395 
The ſteely point with golden ringlets joind, 
Before him brandiſh'd, at each mation ſhin'd. 
Thus entering, in the glittering rooms he found 
His brother-chief, whoſe uſeleſs arms lay round, 
is eyes delighting with their ſplendid ſhow, 400 
Brihtening the ſhield, and poliſhing the bow. | 
Beſide him Helen with her virgins ſtands, 
Guides their rich labours, and inftrufts their hands. 
Him thus unaſhve, with an ardent loox 
The prince beheWM and high reſenting ſpoke. -- 405 
Thy hate to Tr s this the time to ſhow? - _ 
(Oh wretch ill-fated, and thy country's foe 145 
Paris and Greece againſt us, b6th conſpire; 
Thy cloſe reſentment, and their vengeful ire, 
Fax thee great Ilion's guardian heroes fall, 


7 Ulf heaps of. dead alone defend her wall; 
| | 8 g F.C 


Go 
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| | ILIA P., Boos VE I 
For thee the ſoldier'bleeQs, the matron, mourns, 
And waſteful war in all M fury burns. 


Ungrateful nan deſerves not this thy care, 
Our troops to hearten, and our toils to ſhare ? 
Riſe, or behold the conquering flames aſcend, 
And all the Phrygian. glories at an end. 
Brother, /*tis juſt (reply d the beauteous youth). 
Thy free ren ce proves thy worth and truth: 


Yet charge/my abſence leſs, oh generous chief! 420 


On hate to Troy, than conſcious ſhame and grief: 
Here, hid from human eyes, thy brother ſat, 
And journ'd in ſecret, his and Ilion's fate. 

'Tis now enough: now glory ſpreads her ch 

And beauteous Helen calls her chief to arms. 42g 
Conqueſt to-day my happier {word may blels, 

'Tis man's to fight, but heaven's to give Lens 
But while I arm, contain thy ardent mind; 

Or go, and Paris ſhall not lag behind. 

He ſaid, nor anſwer'd Priam's warlike ſon; 430 
When Helen thus with lowly grace begun. | 
Oh generous brother! if the guilty dame, | 
That caus'd:theſe woes, deſerve a fiſter's name 


Would heaven, ere all theſe dreadful deeds were done, 
The day, that thow'd me to the golden fun, 435 


Had ſeen my death! Why did not whirlwinds bear 
The fatal infant to the fowls of air? 

Why ſunk I not beneath the whelming tide, 
And *midſt the roarings of the waters died? 


Heaven fill'ù up all my ills, and I accurſt 449. 
Bore all, and Paris of thoſe ills the worſt, 
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2  POPE'S HOMER; 
Helen at leaſt a braver ſpouſe might claim, 


Warm'd with ſome virtue, ſome regard of fame! U 
Now, tir'd with toils, thy fainting limbs recline, $1 
With toils, ſuſtain'd for Paris' ſake and mine: 445 H 
The Gods have link'd our miſerable doom, | ; U 

- Our preſent woe, and infamy to come: ih 0 
Wide ſhall jt ſpread, and laſt through ages long. N 
rung pu fad! and theme of future ſong. | N. 
The chief reply'd: This time forbids to ret: 450 T 

| The Trojan bands, by hoſtile fury preſt, 5 * 
Demand their Hector, and his arm require; : T 
The combat urges, and my ſoul's on fire. Sh 
Urge thou thy knight to march where glory calls, D 

And timely join me, cre I leave the walls. 455 Fe 
Ere yet I mingle in the direfuMfray, & | T 
My wife, my infant, claim a moment's ſtay T! 

This day (perhþps the laſt that ſees me mak 
Demands a uw oh word, a tender tear : Sy 

This day, fome God who hates our Trojan land 46: T 

May vanquiſh Hector by a Grecian hand. A 
He ſaid, and paſt with fad preſaging heart MF 
To ſeek his ſpouſe, his ſoul's far dearer part; | Hi 

At home he ſought her, but he ſought in vain : (C 

The, with one maid of all her menial train, 465 A 

Had thence retir'd; and with her ſecond joy, T 
The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy, | 1 
Penfive ſhe ſtood on Ilion's towery height, | w 

Beheld the war, and ſicken'd at the light; In Fo 

There her fad eyes in vain her lord explore, 470 Ti 
Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bore, _ - Sc 
a But | 


111A . ing 


But he who found not whom his ſoul defir'd, 
Whoſe virtue charm' him as her beauty fir'd, 
Stood in the gates, and aſk'd what way ſhe bent 
Her parting ſtep ? If to the fane ſhe went, 475 
Where late the mourning matrons made reſort; 
Or ſought her ſiſters in the Trojan court? 
Not to the court, (reply'd th' attendant train) 
Nor mix'd with matrons to Minerva's fane: 
To Ilion's ſteepy tower ſhe bent her way, 480 
To mark the fortunes of the doubtful day. 74 
Troy fled, ſhe heard, before the Grecian ſword ; 
She heard, and trembled for her abſent lord : 
Diſtracted with ſurpriſe, ſhe ſeem'd to fly, 
Fear on her cheek, and ſorrow in her eye. 485 
The nurſe attended with her infant boy, | 
The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy. 

Hector, this heard, return'd without delay; 
Swift thrgugh the town he trod his former way, 
Through ſtreets of palaces, and walks of ſtate; ' 490 
And met the mourner at the Scæan gate. | 
With haſt: to meet him {p rung the joytul fair, 
His blameleſs wife, Action's wealthy heir: 
(Cilician Thebe great Aëtion ſway'd, 
And HipPoplacus? wide extended thade) 495 
The nurſe ſtood near, in whoſe embraces preſt |] 
His only hope hung ſmiling at her breaſt, | 
Whom each ſoft charm and early grace adorn, ' 
Fair as the new- bonn ſtar that gilds the morn. 
To this lov'd infant Hector gave the name goo 
Scamandrius, fr m Scamander's honour'd ſtream; 

| | / ; N Aſty anax 
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Aſtyanax the Trojans call'd the boy, 
From his great father, the defence of Troy. 


Silent the warriour ſmil'd, and pleas'd reſign'd 


To tender paſſions all his mighty mind: Joz 


His beauteous princeſs caſt a mournful look, 
Hung on his hand, and then dejected ſpoke; ; 

Her boſom labour'd with a boding fGgh, - 

And the big tear ſtood trembling in her eye. 

: Too daring prince! ah, whether doſt thou run? 


Ad, too forgetful of thy wife and ſon 
And think'f thou not how wretched we ſhall be, 8 


A widow J, an helpleſs orphan he! 


For ſare ſuch courage length of life denies; * 
And thou muſt fall, thy virtne's ſacrifice, 516 


Greece in her ſingle heroes ſtrove in vain; 
Now hoſts oppoſe thee, and thou mult be ſlain 
Oh grant me, Gods! ere Hector meets his doom, 


All I can aſk of heaven, an early tomb ! 


So ſhall my days in one ſad tenour run, 526 
"And end with ſorrows as they firſt begun. 


No parent now remains my griefs to ſhare, 447) 
No father's aid, no mother's tender care. 


'The fierce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire, 

Laid Thebe waſte, and flew my ariſe lire ! ! +525 
His fate compaſſion in the "vidlor bed 

Stern as he was, he yet rever'd the dead, 

His radiant arms preſery'd from hoſtile ſpoil, / | 

And laid him decent on the funeral pile; 


Then rais'd a mountain where his bones were burn d 


The mountaja nymphs the rural tomb adorn'd, 
Jove's 
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Jove's Iylvan daughters bade their elms beſfow 
A barren ſhade, and in, his honour grow. 

By the ſame arm my ſeven, brave brother: fell; 
In one ſad day beheld the gates of hell? 
While the fat herds and ſnowy flocks they fed; 
Amid their fields the hapleſs heroes bled f 
My mother wy to bear the victor's bands, 
The queen ippoplacia's fylvan lands :* 
Redeem'd too late, ſhe ſcałce beheld again 
Her pleaſing empire and her native plain, 
When ah! oppreſt by life-conſuming woe, 

She fell a victim to Diana's bow. 

Yet, while my Hector {till ſufvives, I ſee > 
My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee: 
Alas! my parents, brothers, kindred, all 
Once more will periſh, if my Hector fall. 

Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger fhare: 
Oh prove a huſband's and a fither's care 
That quarter moſt the ſkilful Greeks annoy, 


Where yon wild fig-trees join the wall of Troy: 
Thou from this tower defend th' important poſt ; 


"There Agamemnon points his dreadful hoſt, 
That paſs Tydides, Ajax, ſtrive to gain, 
And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train. 


Or led by hopes, or dictated from heaven. 
Let others in the field their arms employ, 
But ſtay my Hector here, and guard his Troy. 


The chief reply'd : That poſt ſhall be my care, 


Not that alone, but all the works-of war. 
Vor. I. P 


58 


535 
Thrice our bold foes the fieree attack have given,. 


How 


545 
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How would the ſons of Troy, in arms renown'd,. 


And Troy's proud dames, whoſe garments. * the 


ground, 
Attaint the luſtre of my former name, 


Should Hector baſely quit the field of fame ? 565 


My early youth was bred to martial pains, 
My foul impels me tagh' embattled plains : 
Let me be foremoſt fo defend the throne, 
And guard my father's glories, and my on. 


Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates: 570 


(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates !) 
The day when thou, imperial Troy ſ muſt bend, 
And fee thy warriours fall, thy glories end. 
And yet no dire preſage ſo wounds my * 
My mother's death, the ruin of my kind, 575 
Not Priam's hoary hairs defil d with gore, . 
Not all my brothers gaſping on the ſhore; 
As thine, Andromache ! thy griefs I dread ; 
4 ſee thee trembling, weeping, captive led! 


In Argive looms our battles to deſign, _ | 


And woes, of which ſo large apart was thine ! 
To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring 
The weight of waters from Hyperia's ſpring. 
There, while you groan beneath the load of life, 


They cry, Behold the mighty Hector's wife! - 585 


Sorfie haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to ſee, 
Embitters all thy woes, by naming me. a 
The thoughts of glory paſt, and preſent ſhame,. - 
A thouſand griefs ſhall waken at the name! 
May I lie cold before that dreadful day,, „ 
Preſs' d with a load of monumental clay! 5 | 
| 5 Fg Thy 
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Thy Hector, wrapt in everlaſting ſleep. F 
Shall neither hear thee figh, nor ſee thee weep.” 
Thus having ſpoke, th' illuſtrious chief of Troy 


Stretch d his fond arms to elaſp the lovely boy. 59 5 


The babe clung crying to his nurſe's breaſt, 
Scar'd at the dazling helm, and nodding creſt. 
With ſecret pleaſure each fond parent ſmilid * 

And Hector haſted to relieve his child, 


The glittering terrours from his bros unbound; 6 5 


And plac'd the beaming helmet om the ground. 

Then kiſs'd'the child, and; kfting high in air, 

Thus to the Gods preferr'd a father's prayer. 
O thou! whoſt glory fills th''zthereal _ | 


v 


| 


And all ye deathleſs powers! protect my fon? © 605. 


Grant him, like me, to purchaſe juſt renown; | 
To guard the Trojans, to defend the crown, 
Againft his country's foes the war to wage, 
And riſe the Hector of the future age! 


So when triumphant from, ſucceſs ſul toits N 610 


Of heroes ſlain he bears · the reeking ſpoils, 

Whole hoſts may hail him with deſerv'd acclaim, 

N And ſay, chis chief tranſcends his father's fame? 
While pleas'd, amidſt the genxral ſhouts of Troy, 


His mother's conſcious heart o erfloes with joy. 615 


He ſpoke, and fondly gazing on her charms, 
Reſtor'd the pleaſing burthen to her arms; 
Soft on her fragrant breaſt the babe ſhe laid, 
Hufſh's to repoſe” and with a ſmile ſurrey d. 


The troubled pleaſuxe ſoon chaſtis d by fear, , 620 


| She mingled with a ſmile· a tender tear. 
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The ſoften'd chief with Kind compalſion view, 4 
And dry” d the falling drops, and thus ee 

| Aridromache'! my foul's far better part, 

Wuy wich untimely ſorrows heaves thy heart? — 

No hoſtile hand can antedate my doom & 
Till fate condemns me to the ſilent tomb. 
Fix'd is the term to all the re of earth; 

And ſuch the hard condition of out birth, © 

No force can then reſiſt, no flight can ſave; » 630 
All ſink alike, the fearful and the brave. 
No more - but haſten to thy taſłks at home, 
There guide the ſpindle, and direct the loom: 
Me glory ſummons to the martial ſce nc, 
The field of combat is the ſphere for mens). + i; 635 - 

= Where heroes War, the foremoſt, place I claim, / | | 

= The firſt in danger, as the firſt in fame. 

| Thus having ſaid, the glorious cbief reſumes 
His towery helmet, black with ſhading plumes. 

_ His princeſs parts with a prophetic, ſigh, 640 
Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye, off 
That ſtream'd at every look: then moving flow, 
Sought her on palace, and indulg'd het woe. 

— There, while her tears deplor'd the god-like _ 

3 Through all her train the ſoft infection ran, 645 
The pious maids their mingled ſorrows hed, 
And mourn the living Hector, as the dead. 

But now, no longer deaf to honoun's call, 
Forth iſſues Paris from the palace wall. 
In brazen arms that caſt a gleamy ray, 
Sift thr ought the town the warriour bends his wy: 
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The wanton courſer thus, with reins unbound, 
Breaks from his ſtall, and beats the trembling ground: 
Pamper'd and proud, he ſeeks the wonted tides, 
And laves, in height of blcod, his ſhining ſides; 655 
His head now freed, he toſſes to the ſkies; | | 
"His mane diſhevel'd ger his ſhoulders flies; = 
He ſnuffs the fomales in the diſtant plain, | Bj 
And ſprings, exulting, to his fields again. 1 
With equal triumph, ſprightly, bold, and gar, 660 
In arms refulgent as the God of day, | 

The ſon of Priam, glorying in his might, 

Ruſh'd forth with Hector to the fields of fight. 

: And-now the warriours paſſing on the way, 4. 
The graceful Paris firſt excus'd his ſtay. | + +» 665 
To whom the noble Hector thus reply'd: _. 8 
O chief! in blood, and now in arms, ally” qr 

Thy power in war with juſtice none conteſt ; 

Known-is thy courage, and thy ſtrength onlelt. 

What pity ſloth ſhould ſeize a ſoul ſo brave, - 670 
Of god-like Paris live a woman's ſlave! | 

My heart weeps blood at what the Trojans ſay, 

And hopes, thy deeds ſhall wipe the ſtain away. 

Haſte then, in all their glorious labours are; 

For much they ſuffer, for thy fake, in war. 67 5: 
Theſe ills ſhall ceaſe, whene'er by Jove' s decree” 

We crown the bowl to Heaven anf Liber 

While the proud foe his fru riumphs ain 
And Greece indignant throſagh her ſeas returns. 
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The ahgle Combat of Hector and Rax. 


TRE battle renewing with double ardour upon. the re- 


ks; ing her deſcend from-Olym-; 
pus, joingher nea#4þe Scæan gate, they agregto put 
off the general engagement for that day, and incite 


thrn of Hector, al er is under apprehenſfions for 
lo, 


Hector to challenge the Greeks to a. ſingle combat. 
Nine of the princes accepting the challenge, the let 


is caſt, and falls upon Ajax. Theſe heroes, after 
teveral attacks, are. parted by the night. The Tro- 
jans callirfy a council, Antenor propoſes the delivery 
of Helen to the Greeks, to which Paris will not con- 
ſent, but offers to reſtore» them her riches. Prian, 


ſends a herald to make this offer, and to demand a 


truce for burning the dead, the laſt. of which only is 
agreed to by Agamemnon. When the funerals are 
performed, the Greeks, purſuant to the advice of 


Neſtor, erect a fortification to protect their fleet and 
camp, flanked with towers, and defended by a ditch 


and paliſades. Neptune teſtrfies his jealouſy at this 


work, but is pacified by a promiſe from Jupiter. 
Both armies paſs the night in . but Jupiter 


artens the Trojans with thunder and other ſigns 
of his wrath, 922 * | | 


The three and twentieth day ends with the-dpyel of 
Hector and Ajax: the hext day the truce is agreed: 
another is taken up in the funeral rites of the lain; 
and one more in building the fortifcation before the 
flups. So that ſomewhat above three days is employed 
in this book, The ſcene lies wholly in the field. 
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On great Meneſtheus, Areithons' ſon: 
Sprung from the fair Pfilomeda's embrace, 


Full on his neck, from Hectof's weighty hand; 


Prop the cold uſeleſs members on the ground. 
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0 ſpoke the 8 of the Trojan tate,” N 
Then ruſh'd impetuous through the pri 
Him Paris follow'd to the dire alarms ; 
Both breathing ſlaughter, both reſoly'd in arms, 
As when. to ſailors labouring through the main, 4 
That long had heav'd the weary car in red 5 oth 
love bids at length th' expected gates ariſe ; A 
The gales blow grateful, and the veſſel flies + 
So welcome theſe to Troy's defiring train; 3 
The bands are chear'd, the war awakes again-. 10 
Bold Paris firſt the work of death begun FE: 
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The pleaſing Arne was his, native place. Wa 
Then ſunk Eioneus to the ſhades below, 
Beneath his-ſteely caſque he felt the blow, 
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And roll'd, with limbs relax'd, along the land. 

By Glaucus' ſpear the bold Iphinous bleeds, 

Fix d in the ſhoulder as he moùnts his ſteeds; 20 
Headlong he tumbles : his flack nerves unboand, 
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When now Minerva ſaw her Argives gain, 
13 vaſt Olympus tothe gleaming plain 


Fierce ſhe deſcends: Apollo mark'd her flight, 6 * 


Nor ſhot leſs ſwift from Ilion?s towerytheight: 
Radiant they met, beneath the beechen ſhade; 3 

When thus Apollo to the blue-ey'd maid. 

What cauſe, 'O daughter of almighty Jove ! 

Thus wings thy progreſs from the realms above? 30 

Once more impetuous doſt thou bend thy way, | 
To give to Greece the long-dividcd day? 

Too mych has Troy already felt thy hate, 

Now breathe thy rage, and huſh the ſtern debate : 
This day, the- buſineſs of the Held ſuſpend; | 8 

War ſoon ſhall kindle, and great Ilion bend; 

Since vengeful Goddeſſes confederate join 
To raze her walls, though built by hands divine. 


To whom the progeny of Jove replies: . 25 


I left, for. this, the council of the ſkies : 


But who ſhall bid conflicting hoſts forbear, | 


What art ſhall calm the furious ſons of war? 


To her the God: Great Hector's ſoul incite 
To dare the baldeſt Greek to ſingle fight, 
+ Till Greece, provok'd, from all her numbers ſhow, 
A warriour worthy to be Hector's foe, __ 
At this agreed, 2 powers withdrew. z 
Sage Helenus:their ſebxet counſels knew: 
Hector, inſpir'd, he ſought : to him addreſt, 
Thus told the diQates of his ſacred breaſt, 50 
O ſon of Priam ! let thy faithful ear | 
Receive my words; thy friend and brother ear! 
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'Go forth perfuaſfee, and a while engage 1 | : 

The warring nations to ſuſpend their rage; 0 It 

Then dare the boldeſt of the hoſtile train 55 

To mortal: combat on the Jiſted plain, 

For not this day ſhall end thy glorious date, 

The Gods have ſpoke it, and their voice is fate. 

He ſaid: the warriour heard the word with joy; 

Then with his ſpear reſtraind the youth. of Troy, 60 

Held by the midſt athwart. On either hand _. | 

The ſquadrons part; th? expecting Trojans ſtand ; 

Great Agamemnon bids the Greeks forbear; 

| They breathe, and huſh the tumult of the war, 

Thy Athenian Maid, and glorious God of day, 6g 

With ſilent joy the ſettling hoſts ſurvey : 

In form of vultures, on the beech's height: 

They fit conceal'd, and wait the. future fight. 
The thronging troops obſcure che duſky fields, 

Horrid with briſtling ſpears, and gleaming ſhields, 70 

As when. a general darkneſs veils the main, 

(Soft Zephyr curling the wide watery plain) 

The waves ſcarce heave, the face of ocean ſleeps, 

And a ſtill horrour ſaddens all the deeps.: 

Thus in thick. orders ſettling wide around, 75 

At length compos d they ſit, and ſhade the ground, 
Great Hector firſt amidſt both armies broke 

The ſolemn ſilence, and their powers poke. . 
Hear, all ye Trojan, all ye Grecian\bands, 


What my foul pro pts, and what ſome God com- 
mands, 
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War with a fiercer tide. once more returns, 
Till Ilion falls, or till yon navy burns. 
You then, O princes of the Greeks! appear; 
is Hector ſpeaks, and calls the Gods to hear: 
From all your troops ſelect the boldeſt knight, 
And him, the boldeſt, Hector dares to fight, 
. Here if I fall, by chance of battle ſlain, 7 
Be his my ſpoil, and his theſe arms remain; 


But let my body, to my friends return d, ] 
By Trojan hands and Trojan flames be burn'd.. , 
And if Apollo, i in whoſe aid I. truſt, ' ] 
Shall ſtretch your daring champion in the duſt: | 
If mine the glory to deſpoil the foe; i e 

| On Phœbus temple I'll his arms beſtow ; 51 *. 75 E 
„55 breathleſs carcaſs, to your navy ſent, 7 
- Greece on the ſhore ſhall raiſe a monumen v 
Which when ſome future mariner ſarve 3 " A 
Waſh'd by broad Helleſpont's reſounding ſeas, no WW 
Thus ſhall he ſay, % A yaliant Greek lies N G 
« By Hector ſlain, the mighty man of war. E, 
The ſtone fall tell your vanquiſh'd hero's name, A 
And diſtant ages learn the victor's fame. | Sit 
This fierce defiance Greece aſtoniſh'd heard, 103 G1 
Bluſh'd to refuſe, and to accept it fear d. T. 
Stern Menelaus firſt the fence broke, | Th 
And, inly groaniyg, thu opprobrious- poke. po Co 
Women of Greece © ſcandal of your race, So 
Whoſe coward ſouls your manly form diſgrace. 110 Ml - 1 
How great the ſhame, . when every — know He 


That not a Grecian EL this noble foe! f 
_ | Go 


z 
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Go then, reſolve to earth, from whence ye grew, 2 
A heartleſs, fpiritleſs, inglorious crew) 
Be what ye ſeem, unanimated clay? 115 
Myſelf will dare the danger of the day. 
'Tis man's bold taſk the generous ſtrife to try, 
But in the hands of God is victory. 
Theſe words ſearce ſpoke, with generous ardour 
preſt, | 
His: manly 1 in azure arms he dreſt: | 13820 
That day, Atri s a fuperiour hand #7 
Had ftretch'd thee breathleſs on the hoſtile firand, 
But all at once, thy fury to compoſe, 
The kings of Greece, an awful band, aroſe : 
Ev'n he their chief, great Agamemnon, preſs'd 123 
Thy daring hand, and this advice addrefs d. | 
Whither, O Menelaub ! wouldſt thou run, 
And tempt a fate, which prudence bids thee ſhun ? 
Griey'd though thou art, forbear the raſh deſign ; 
Great Hector's arm is mightier far than thine, 130 
Ev'n fierce Achilles learn'd its force t6 fear, © 
And trembling met this dreadful ſon of war. 
Sit thou ſecure amidſt thy ſocial band | 
Greece in our eauſe ſhall arm ſome boese Band. | 
The: mightieſt warriour of th Achaian name, 235 
Though boldy and burning with deſire of fame, 
Content, the doubtful honour might foregh, | 
So great the danger, and ſo brave the foe, | 
He ſaid, and turn'd his brother's vengeful Rind; . 
He ſtoop'd to reaſon, and his rage reſign' d, 140 
No longer bent to ruſh on certain harms; | 
His joyful friends unbrace his azure arms. 
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He, hap whoſe lips divine perſuaſion flows,- 
Grave Neſtor, then; in graceful act aroſe, 
Thus to the kings he ſpoke: What grief, what bare 
Attend on Greece; and all the Grician name! 
How ſhall, alas! her boary heroes mourn 
Their ſons degenerate, and their race a ſcorn? 
What tears ſhall down thy ſilver beard be roll 


Oh Peleus, old in arms; in wiſdom olddu 1 80 


Once with what joy the generous prince would hear 
Of every chief who fought this glorious war; 
Participate their fame, and pleas d enquire 

Each name, each action, and each hero's ſire! 


„Gods l ſhould. he ſee our warriours trembling ſtand; 


od trembling all before one hoſtike hand 
How would he lift hig aged arms on high, 
Lament inglorious Greece, and beg to die! 
Ohl weuld to.all-th'-immortal Powers uu g 
Minerva, Phœbus, and almighty Jove ö 
Vears might again roll back, my youth renew, | 
And give this arm the ſpring whith once it knew : - 
When, fierce-4n war, where Jardan's waters fall 
Jed my troops to Phea's trembling wall, 

And with h Arcadian ſpears my proweſs try d, 165 
Where Celadon rolls down his rapid tide. 
There Ereuthalion brav d us j ue field, | 
Proud; Areithous' dreadfiil wield; J 
Great Areithous, known 7 ſhore Yo ſhore 

By the huge, knotted, iron mace he/hòre; 170 
No lance he ſhook, nor belt the tran ing bow. 
But ** GAY 1 the battle of the for. 


Him 


760 


Him not by manly force Lycurgus ſlew, 
Whoſe guileful javelin from the thicket flew, 


Deep in a winding way his breaſt aſſail'dl, 275 


Nor aught the wargouf's. thundering mace. avail'd.. 
Supine he fell: thoſe arms which Mars before 
Had given the vanquiſh'd, now the victor bore: 

But when old. age had .dimm'd Lycurgus' eyes, 

Ta Ereuthalion he conſign'd the prize. 180 
Furious with this, he cruſh'd. our level'd bands, 

And dar'd the. trial. of the ſtrongeſt lands ; 

Nor. could the ſtrongeſt hands his fury ſtay ;x 

All ſaw, and fearid, his huge tempeſtuous ſway. 

Till I,, the youngeſt of the hoſt, appear d, _ 1x85 
And, youngeſt, met whom all our army fear'd... 

L fought the chief: my arms Minerva crown d: 
Prone fell the giant o'er a, length of ground. 

What then he was, Oh were your Neſtor now ! 
Not HeRor's ſelf ſhould want an equal foe, 190 
But, warriours, you, that youthful vigour boaſt, 
The flower of Greece, th' examples of our hoſt, 
Sprung from ſuch fathers, ho ſuch numbers ſway, 
Can you ffand trembling, and deſert the day? 
His warm reproofs the liſtening kings inflame 

And nine, the nobleſt of the Grecian name, 
Up-ſtarted fierce : but far, before the reſt 

The king of men adyanc'd his dauntleſs breaſt: | 
Then hold Tydides, great in arms, appear'd 3 


And next his bulk gigantic Ajax rear d: 200 


Oileus follow d; Idomen was there, 
And Merion dreadful as = God of war : | 
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With theſe Eurypylus and, Thoas ſtand, 

And wiſe Ulyſzs clos'd the daring band. 

All theſe, alike inſpir'd with noble rage, 

Demand the fight. To whom the Pylian ſage: 
Leſt thirſt of glory your brave ſouls divide; , 
hat chief ſhall combat, let the lots decide. 
hom heaven ſhall chufe, be his the chance to raiſe 

His country's fame, his own immortal praiſe, 210 

The lots produc'd, each hero ſigns his on; 

Then in the general's helm the fates are thrown. 

The people pray, with lifted eyes and hands, 

And vows like theſe aſcend from all the bands. 

Grant, thou Almighty! in whoſe hand is fate, 215 

A. worthy champion for the Grecian ſtate. 

This taſk let Ajax or Tydides prove, 

Or he, the.king of kings, belov'd by Jove ' | 

Old Neſtor ſhook the caſque. By heaven infpir'd, 

| Leap d forth the lot, of every Goo deſ d. 220 

Pzhis from the right to left the hetald bears, 

Held out in order to the Grecian peers ; 

Each to his rival Yie the mark unknown, 

Till godlike Ajax finds the lot his own; _ 

Surveys th* inſcription with rejoicing eyes, 225 

Then caſts before him, and with tranſport cries : * 

Warriours! Tm the lot, and arm with joy ; 

Be mine the comgueſt of this chief of Troy. 

Now, while my brighteſt arms my limbs inveſt, 

To Saturn's ſon be all your vows addreſt: 230 

But pray in ſect, leſt the foes ſhould hear, 

And deem — the mean effect of _ 


Said 
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Said I in ſecret ? No, your vows declare, 
In ſuch a voice as fills the earth and air. . 1 
Lives there a chief whom Ajax ought to dread, 235 
Ajax, in all the toils of battle bred ? „ 
From wanlike Salamis I drew my birth, xt 2A | 
And, born Totombats, fear no force on earth, WS 
He ſaid; The troops with elevated eyes, : 
Implore the God whoſe thunder rends the ſkies. 
O father of mankind, ſuperiour Lord! 7 
On lofty Ida's holy hill ador'd ; ol 
Who in the higheſt heaven haſt fix'd 95 ne, 
Supreme of Gods ! unbounded and alo 
Grant thou, that Telamon may bear away 245 
The praiſe and conqueſt of this douhtful day; 
Or if illuſtrious Hector be thy care, 
That both may claim it, and that both may ſhare. 
Now Ajax brac'd his dazling armour on; 
Sheath'd in bright ſteel the giant-warriour ſhone; 2 50 
He mofes to combat with, majeſtic pace 
So ſtalks in arms the grizly God of Thrace, | 
When Jove to puniſh faithleſs men prepares, 8 
And gives whole nations to the waſte of wars, 
Thus march'd the chief, tremendous as a God: 255 
Grimly he-ſmil'd ; earth mne as he ſtrode: 
His maſly jayelin quivering in hi d, | 
He ſtood, the bulwark of the Gre band, 
Through every, Argive heart new tranſport 
All Troy ſtood trembling at the mighty man: 260 
Ev'n Hector paus d; and, with new doubt oppreſt, 
Felt his great heart ſuſpended in his breaſt : 
Vol. I. GE: Twas 
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"Twas vain to ſeek retreat, and vain to fear ; 
" Himſelf had challeng'd, and the foe drew near. 
Stern Telamon behind his ample ſhield, 265 
As from a brazen tower, o' erlook'd the field. 
Huge was its orb, with ſeven thick folds o'ercaſt, 
Of tough bull-hides ; of ſolid braſs the laſt, 
(The work of Tychius, who in Hyle dwell'd, 
And all in arts of armoury excel d.) 470 
This Ajax bore before his manly breaſt, 
And threatening, thus his adverfe chief addreſt. 
Hector! approach my arm, and fingly kpow 
What ſtrength thou haſt, and what the Grecian foe. - 
Achilles ſhuns the fight; yet ſome there are, 275 
Not void of foul, and not unſkill'd in war: 
Let him, unactive on the ſea- beat ſhore, 
Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more; 
Whole troops of heroes Greece has yet to boaſt, 
And ſends thee one, a ſample of her hoſt, 280 
Such as I am, I come to prove thy might; 
No more—be ſudden, and begin the fight. 
O ſon of Telamon, thy country's pride! 
(To Ajax thus the Trojan prince reply'd) | 
Me, as a boy or woman would thou fright, 285 
New to the field, and trembling at the fight? 
Thou meet'ſt a chief deſerving of thy arms, 
To combat born, and bred amidſt alarms : 
I know to ſhift my ground, remount the car, 
Turn, charge, and anſwer every call of war; 2.90 
To right, to left, the dextrous lance I wield, © 
And bear thick battle on my ſounding ſhield. | 
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But open be our fight, and bold each b 
I teal no conqueſt from noble foe. 


He ſaid, and riſing, high above the field 295 


Whirl'd the long lance againſt the ſevenfold ſhield. 
Full on the braſs deſcending from above 
Through fix bull-hides the furious weapon drove, 
Till in the ſeventh it fix'd. Then Ajax threw ; 


Through Hector's ſhield the forceful javelin flew, 300 


— 
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His corſlet enters, and his garment rends, 
And glancing downwards near his flank deſcends. 
The wary Trojan ſhrinks, and, bending low 

Beneath his buckler, diſappoints the blow. 

From their bor'd ſhields the chiefs their-javelins drew, 
Then cloſe impetuous, and the charge rengw : 
Fierce ds the mountain-hons bath'd in bl 4," 

_ Orffoaming boars, the terrour of the wood. 

At Ajax, Hector his long lance extends; 6 
The blunted point againſt the buckler bends z 210 
But Ajax, watchful as his foe drew near, | 
Drove)through the Trojan targe the knotty ſpear ; 

It reach*'d his neck, with matchleſs ſtrength impell'd ; 
opouts the black gore, and dims his ſhining ſhield. 
Yet"ceas'd not Hector thus; but, ſtooping down, 

In his ſtrong hand up- heav'd a flinty ſtone, 

Black, craggy, vaſt : to this his fSrce he bends; 

Full on the brazen boſs the ſtone deſcends ; | 

The hollow braſs reſounded with the ſhock. 


Then Ajax ſeiz d the fragment of a rock, * 


Apply'd each nerve, and ſwinging round on high, 
| W ith torce tempeſtuous — tie ruin fly: 3 


: 
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The huge ſtone thundering through his buckler broke 
His ſlacken'd knees receiv'd the numbing ſtroke ;\ + 
Great Hector falls extended on the field, 32 9 | 
His bulk ſupporting on the ſaatter'd ſhield : 

Nor wanted heavenly aid : Apollo s might 

Confirm'd his ſine ws, and reftor'd to fight. 

And now both heroes their broad faulchions drew: 

In flaming circles round their heads they flew ; 330 

But then by heralds' voice the word was given, 
The ſacred miniſters of earth and heaven ; 
Divine Talthybius whom the Greeks employ, | 
And ſage Idæus on the part of Troy, ws 
Between the ſwords their peaceful ſceptres rear'd ; 335 
And firſt Idæus awful voice was heard. | 
Forbear, my ſons ! your farther force to prove, 
oth dear to men, and both belov'd of Jove. 
o either hoſt your matchleſs worth is known, 
Ech ſounds your praiſe, and war is all your own. 340 
Bu now the night extends her awful ſhade ; | 
The Goddeſs parts you: be the night obey d. 
To whom great Ajax his high ſoul expreſs'd. 
O ſage! to Hector be theſe words addreſs'd. © 
Let him who firſt provok'd our chiefs to fight, 345 
Let him demand the ſanction of the night; | 
If firſt he aſk it, I content obey, 
And ceaſe the ſtrife when Hector ſhows the way. 

Oh. firſt of Greeks ! (his noble foe rejoin'd) 
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Whom heaven adorns, ſuperior to thy kind, 350 
With ſtrength of body, and with worth of mind ! 
Now martial law commands us to forbear ; 
Hereafter we ſhall meet in glorious war, 


IAD. Boer VI wn 
Some future day ſhall lengthen out the ſtrife, 5 
And let the Gods decide of death or life! 2355 
Since then the night extends her gloomy ſhade, 
And heaven enjoiys it, be the night obey'd. 
Return, brave Aj jax, to thy Grecian friends, 
And joy the nations whom thy arm defends; - 


As I ſhall glad each chief, and Trojan wife, 360 


Who wearies heaven with vows for Hector's life. 

But let us, on this memorable day, 

Exchange ſome gift; that Greece and Troy may fav, - 
Not hate, but glory, made theſe chiefs contend ; 


«© And each brave foe was in his ſou] a friend.“ 36 5 | 


With that, a ſword with ſtars of ſilver grac'd, 

Tha baldrick ſtudded, and the ſheath enchas'd, 

ze gave the Greek, The generous Greek beſtow'd 

A radiant belt that rich with purple glow'd. 
Then with majeſtic grace they quit the plain ; 170 

This ſeeks the Grecian, that the Phrygian train. 
The Trojan bands returning Hector wait, 85 
And hail with joy the champion of their tate: - _, 
Eſcapꝰd great Ajax, they furvey'd him round, £ 


Alive, unharm'd, and vigorous from his wound. 375 


To Troy's high gates the godlike man they bear, 
Their preſent triumph, as their late deſpair, 

But Ajax, glorying in his hardy deed, 
The well-arm'd Greeks to Agamemnon lead. 


A ſteer for ſacrifice the king deſign'd, | 380 


Of full five years, and of the nobler kind. 
The victim falls; they ſtrip the ſmoking hide, 
The beaſt they quarter, and the joints divide; 
: Q 3 1 FS, Then 
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Then ſpread the tables, the repaſt prepare, 
Each takes his ſeat, and each receives his ſhare. 22; 
The king himſelf (an honorary ſign) | 
Before great Ajax plac'd the mighty chine. 
When now the rage of hunger was remoy'd, 
Neſtor, in each perſuaſive art approv'd, | 
The ſage whoſe counſels long had ſway'd the reſt, 399 
In words like theſe his prudent thought expreſt. | 

How dear, O kings l this fatal day has coſt, 

What Greeks are periſh'd ! what a people loſt! 
What tides of blood have drench'd Scamandra's ſhore! 
What crouds of heroes ſunk, to riſe no more! 395 
Then hear me, chief! nor let the morrow's light 
Awake thy ſquadrons to new toils of fight : 
Some ſpace at leaſt permit the war to breathe, 
While we to flames our ſlaughter'd friends bequeathe. 
From the red field their ſcatter'd bodies bear, 400 
And nigh the fleet a funeral ſtructure rear; | 
So decent urns their ſnowy bones may keep, 
And pious children o'er their aſhes weep. 
Here, where on one promiſcuous pile they blaz d, 
High o'er them all a general tomb be rais'd ; 405% 
Next, to ſecure our camp, and naval powers, 
Raiſe an embattled wall, with lofty towers; 
From ſpace te ſpace be ample gates around, 
For paſſing chariots ; and a trench profound. 
89 Greece to combat ſhall in ſafety go, 410 
Nor fear the fierce incurſions of the foe. a 
"Twas thus the ſage his wholeſome counſel mov'd ; 
The ſceptred kings of Greece his words approv d. 
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Meanwhile, conven'd at Priam's palace- gate, 

The Trojan peers in nightly council; ſat: * 

A ſenate void of order, as of choice; | | 

Their hearts were fearful, and confus'd their voice. 

Antenor riſing, thus demands their ear: i 

Ve Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliars, hear 


'Tis heaven the counſel af my breaſt inſpires, 420 


And I but move what every God requires: 
Let Sparta's treaſures be this hour reſtor'd, 
And Argive Helen own her ancient lord. 
The ties of faith, the ſworn alliance broke, 
Our impious battles the juſt Gods provoke, 425 
As this advice ye practiſe, or. reject, 
So hope ſucceſs, or dread the dire effect. 
. The ſenior ſpoke, and fat. To whom reply 0 

The graceful huſband of the Spartan bride. 
Cold counſels, Trojan, may become thy years, 430 
But ſound ungrateful in a warriour's ears: 
Od man, if void of fallacy or art, 
Thy words expreſs the purpoſe of thy heart, 
Thou, in thy time, more ſound advice haſt given, 
But wiſdom has its date, aſſign'd by heaven. 435 
Then hear me, princes of the Trojan name! | 


Their treaſures I'll reſtore, but not the dame; x7 = 


My treaſures too, for peace, I will reſign; 
But be this bright poſſeiſion ever mine. 

Twas then, the growing diſcord to compoſe, 440 
Slow from his ſeat the reverend Priam roſe: 


His God-like aſpect deep attention drew: 5 £ 


He pays'd, and theſe pacific words enſue, 
K 2 Q 4 . 8 5 
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Ye Trojans, Dardans; and auxiliar bands ! 

Now tak eſhment-as'the hour demands: 44; 

Guard well the walls, relieve the watch of night, 

Till the new ſun reſtor#the chearful light: 

Then ſhall our herald to th' Atrides ſent, 

Before their ſhips proclaim my ſon's intent. 

Next let a truce. be aſł'd, that Troy may b 

Her ſlaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn; 

That done, once more the fate of war be try'd, 

And whoſe the conqueſt, mighty Jove decide! , 

74 The monarch ſpoke! the warriours ſnatch" d with haſte 

(Each at his poſt in arms) a ſhort repaſt. 455 

Soon as the roſy morn had wak'd the day, 

To the black ſhips Idæus bent his way; 

There, to the ſons of Mars, in council found, 

He rais'd his voice: the hoſt Rood liſtening round. 

Ye ſons of Atreus, and ye Greeks, give ear! 460 
The words of Troy, and Troy's great monarch hear. 
Pleas'd may ye hear (fo heaven ſucceed PX prayers) 

What Paris, author of the war, declares? | 
The ſpoils and treaſures he to Tlon bore, 

{Oh had he periſh'd ere they touch'd our ſhore!) 465 
He proffers injur'd Greece; with large increaſe 

Of added Trojan wealth to buy the peace. 

But to reſtore the beauteous bride again, 

This Greece demands, and Troy requeſts in vain. | 
Next, O ye chiefs ! we aſk a truce to burn 470 
Our ſlaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn. 
© That done, once more the fate of war be try'd, 
And whoſe the conqueſt, mighty Jove decide! 
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The Greeks gave ear, but none the ſilence broke; 


At length Tydides roſe, and riſing ſpoke. 4785 


Oh, take not, friends! defrauded of your fame, 
Their proffer d wealth, nor ev'n tae Spartan dame. 
Let conqueſt make them ours : fite ſhakes their wall, 
And Troy already totters to her-fall. | 

Th' admiring chiefs, Ind all-;the Greeian name, 
With general ſhouts return'd him loud acclaim. ,_ 
Then thus the King of Kings rejects the peace ; 
Herald! in him thou hear'ſt the voice of Greece... 


For what remains; let funeral flames be fed 3 
den corpſe; I war not with the dead: 43 8 
Go ſearch your {laughter'd chiefs on yondſet plain, _ 
And-gratify the manes of the ſlain. | 

Be witneſs, Jove, whole thunder rolls on high ! ' 

He ſaid, and, rear'd his ſceptre to the ſky. ,_ 
To ſacred Troy, where all her princes lay 490 
To wait th' event, the herald bent his way. | 

He came, andy ſtanding in the midſt, explain'd 

The peace rejected, but the truce obtain'd. 

Straight to their ſeveral cares the Trojans move, 

Some ſearch the plains, ſome fell the ſounding grove ; 
Nor leſs the Greeks, deſcending on the ſhore, 

Hew'd the green foreſts, and the bodies bore. 

And now from forth the chambers of the main, _*+ 
To ſhed his ſacred light. on earth again, | ? 
Aroſe the golden chariot of the day, | 500 
And tipt the mountains with a purple ray. 

In mingled throngs the Greek and "= train 


Throngh heaps of carnage ſearch'd the mourhful plain. 
| > Scarce 
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Scarce could the friend his ſlaughter'd friend MER 
With duſt diſhonour'd, and deform'd with gore. gog 
The wounds they waſh'd, their pious tears they ſhed, 
And, laid along their cars, deplor'd the dead, 

Sage Priam check'd their grief : with filent hz haſte | 
The bodies decent on- their pere plac'd: 

With melting hearts the cold remains they burn'd; 

And ſadly flow to ſacred Troy return'd. 

| Nor leſs the Greeks their pious ſorrows ſhed, 

And decent on the pile diſpoſe the dead; 

The cold remains conſume with equal care ; 
And, ſlowly, ſadly, to their fleet repair. gr; 
Now, ere the morn had fſtreak'd with reddening light 
The doubtful confines of the day d night; 
About the dyiſtg flames the Greeks appear d, 
And round the pile a general tomb they rear'd. 
Then, to ſecure the camp and naval powers, 
They rais'd embattled walls with lofty towers: 
From ſpace to ſpace were ample gates around, 
For paſſing chariots ; and a trench profound, 
Of large extent; and deep in earth, below, 523 
Strong piles infix'd ſtood adverſe to the foe. 


So toil'd the Greeks : meanwhile the Gods above " 


In ſhining crrcle round their father Jove, 

Amaz'd beheld the wondrous works of man: 
Then he, whoſe trident ſhakes the earth, began. 532 
What mortals henceforth ſhall our power adore, 

Our fanes frequent, our oracle> implore, 

If the proud Grecians thus ſucceſsful boaſt: 

Their riſing bulwarks on the ſea-beat coaſt? | 
| det 
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'Soe the long walls-extending to the main, 535 
Ne God conſulted, and no victim lain ! | 
Their fame ſhall fill the world's remoteſt ends; 
Wide, as the morn hey golden beam extends, 
While old Laomedon' Q divine-abodes, - | 
Thoſe radiant ſtructurès rais d by labouring Gods, 549 
Shall, raz'd and loſt, in long oblivion fleep. 
Thus ſpoke the hoary monarch of the deep. 
Tt Almighty Thunderer with a frown alles 
That clouds the world, and blackens half the ſkies. 
Stropg God of Ocean] thou, whoſe rage can make 545 
The ſolid earth eternal baſis ſhake ! . jon {7 | 
What cauſe of fear from mortal works coul 
The meaneſt ſubject of our realms above? 
Where ger the ſun's refulgent rays are caſt, 
Thy powefis honour'd, and thy fame thall-laft. 5 5 
But yon proud work no future age ſhall view, 
No trace remain where once the glory grew. 
The ſapp'd foundations by thy force ſhall fall, 
And, whelm'd beneath thy waves, drop the huge wall: 
Vaſt drifts of ſand ſhall change the former ſhore; 555 
The ruin vaniſh'd, and the name no more. 
Thus they in heaven: while o'er the Grecian train, 
Ihe rolling ſun deſcending to the main | 
| Beheld thegfiniſh'd work. Their bulls they flew : 
Black from the tents the ſavory vapours flew, 560 
And now the fleet, arriv'd from Lemnos' ſtrands, 
With Bacchus bleſſings chear'd the generous bands, 
Of fragrant wines the rich Eunzus ſent \ 
A thouſand meaſures to the royal 1 
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(Eunzus, whom Hypſipyle of yore 

To Jaſon, thepherd-of his people, bore) 

The reſt they purchas'd at their proper coſt, 

And well the plenteous freight ſupply'd the hott ; 
Each, in exchanges proportio 4 treaſures gave: 
Some braſs, or iron; ſome an ox, or ſlave. 875 
All night they feaſt, the Greek and Trojan powers; 
Thoſe on the fields, and theſe within their towers. 
But Jove averſe the ſigns of wrath diſplay' d, 

And. ſhot red lightnings through the gloomy ſhade: 
Humbled they ſtood; pale horrour ſeiz'd on all, 575 
While the deep thunder ſhook th' aerial hall. 

Each ꝓour'd to Jove, before the bowl was crown'd ; 
And large libations drench'd the thirſty ground: 
Then late, refreſh'd with fleep from tojls of fight x 
Enjoy'd the balmy bleſſings of the night, 522 
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The ſecond Battle, and the diſtreſs of the Greeks. 


JUPITER aſſembles a council of the Deities, ard 
threatens them with the pains of Tartarus if they 
aſſiſt either ſide: Minerva only obtains of him that 
ſhe may direct the Greeks by her counſels. The ar- 
mies join battle: Jupiter on Mount Ida weighs in his WW , 
balances the fates of both, and affrights the Greeks 
with his thunders and lightnings. Neſtor alone con- 
tinues in the field in great danger; Diomed relieves 
him; whoſe exploits, and thoſe of Hector, are ex- 
cellently defcribed. Juno endeavours to animat 
Neptune to the aſſiſtance of the Greeks, but in vain 
The acts of Teucer, who is at length wound 
Hector, and carried off. Juno and Minerva prepare 
to aid the Grecians; but are reſtrained. by Iris, ſent 
frem Jupiter. The night puts an end to the battle. 
Hector continues in the field (the Greeks being i 


ven to their fortification before the ſhips) and give; 
orders to keep the watch all night in the campo 
2 the enemy from reimbarking and eſcaping by 

ight. They kindle fires through all the eld, and 
paſs the night under arms. 


The time of ſeven and twenty days is employed 
from the opening of the poem to the end of this book, 
The ſcene herè (except of the celeſtial machines) lies 
in the field toward the 2 8 | | 
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URORA now, fair daughter of the dawn, | 

Sprinkled with roſy light the dewy lawn; 
When Jove conven'd the ſenate of the ſkies, | 
Where high Olympus” cloudy, tops ariſe, 


The heavens attentive trembled as he ſpoke. | 
Celeſtial ſtates, immortal Gods ! give ear, 

Hear our decree, and reverence what ye hear; 

The fix'd decree, which not all heaven can move 


What God but enters yon forbidden field, 

Who yields aſſiſtance, or but wills to yield; 

Back to the ſkies with ſhame he mall be driven, 
aſn'd with diſhoneſt wounds, the ſcorn of heaven: 

0 far, oh far from ſteep Olympus thrown, 13 

Low in the dark Tartarean gulf ſhall groan, | | 

With burning chains fix'd to the brazen floors, 

And lock'd by hell's inexorable doors; | 

As deep beneath th* infernal centre hurl'd, +» 

As from that centre to th' ethereal world. 20 

Let him who tempts me, dread thoſe dire abodes; 


And know, th' Almighty is the God of Gods. 


Fague 
"Y 


The Sire of Gods his awful filence broke, | 5 


Thou Fate! fulfil it; and, ye powers] approve! 10 
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League all your forces then, ye pqwers above, hs, 
Join all, and try th' omnipotence of Jove : | 
Let down our golden everlaſting chain, T 

Whoſe ftrong embrace holds heaven, and earth, and 


To drag, by this, the Thunderer down to earth: 

Ye ſtrive in vain! If I but ftrgtch this hand, \ 

I heave the Gods, the ocexti, and the land; 30 

I fix the chain to great Olympus” height, 

And the vaſt world hings trembling in my ſight ! ] 
| ] 


; 

main: / 

* Strive all, of mortal and immortal birt | 
[ 


For ſuch I reig nbounded and above ; 
And ſuch ap men, and Gods, compar d to Jove. 
Th' Amighty ſpoke, nor durſt the powers reply, 
A reytrend horrour filenc'd all the ſæy; 
Treinbling they ſtood before their ſovereign's look; 
At length his beſt-belov'd, the power of Wiſdom MY 
Oh firſt and greateſt! God, by Gods ador'd ! 
We own thy might, our father and our Lord! 49 
But ah! permit to pity human ſtate; 
If not to help, at leaſt lament their fate. 
Frontfields forbidden we ſubmiſs In, 
With arms unaiding mourn our Argives ſlain; 
Yet grant my ddunfels ſtiſſ their breaſts may move, 45 
Or all muſt periſh in the wrath of Jove. 
The cloud-compelling God her ſuit approv'd, 
And ſmil'd ſuperiour on his beſt-beloy'd. 
Then call'd his courſers, and his chariot took ; /| 
The ſtedfaſt firmament beneath them ſhook : 4 0 
Rapt by th' æthereal ſteeds the chariot roll'd ; 


Braſs were their 1921 their curling manes fo gold. 
1 b - Of 


LOSERS E MTS D Fr. 


* 


„ IAD, Boo VII. 24 
Of heaven's undroſſy gold the God's ar, 
Kefulgent, flaſh'd intolerable dax. | 
Pigh on the throne he ſhines: his courſers fly 58 1 
between th' extended earth and ſtarry ſky, , | 8 | 
But when to Ida's topmoſt height he came, a by 


(Fair nurſe of fountains, and of ſavage game) 

Where, o'er her pointed ſummits proudly rais' d, 

His fane-breath'd odours, and his altars blaz'd; 60 
There, from his radiant car the ſacred Sire 

Of Gods and men relcas'd the ſteeds of fire: 

Blue ambient miſts th' immortal ſteeds embrac'd; 
High on the cloudy point his ſeat he plac'd ; 

hence his broad eye the ſubject world ſurveys, 63 
The town, and tents, and navigabie ſcas. 

Now had the Grecians ſnatch'd a thort repaſt, 

And buckled on their ſhining arms with haſte. 

Troy rous'd as ſoon; for on this dreadful day 
The faccſof fathers, wives, and infants, lay. 70 
The gates unfolding pour forth all their train; 
Squadrons on ſquadrons cloud the duſky plain: 
Men, ſteeds, and chariots, ſhake the trembling ground; 
The tumult thickens, and the ſkies reſound. 
And now with ſhouts the ſhocking armies clos'd, 
To lances lances, ſhields to ſhields: oppos'd, 
Hoſt againſt hoſt with ſhadowy legions drew, 
The ſounding darts in iron tempeſts flew, : 
Victors and vanquiſh'd join promiſcuous cries, 
Triumphant ſhouts and dying groans ariſe; 80 
With ſtreaming blood the ſlippery fields are dy'd, 
And ſlaughter'd heroes ſwell the dreadful tide; 

Ver. I. R Long 


— 


Y POPE'S HOMER. 

Long as the morning beams encreaſing bright, 

 Ofer heaven's cl zure ſpread the ſacred light ; 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 83 

Each adverſe battle gor'd with equal wounds. 

But when the Sun the height of heaven aſcends; 

The Sire of Gods his golden ſcales ſuſpends, 

With equal hand: in theſe explor'd the fate 

Of Greece and Troy, and pois'd the mighty weight. 

Preſs'd with its load, the Grecian balance lies 

Low ſunk on earth, the Trojan ſtrikes the ſkies, 
Then Jove from Ida's top his-horrour ſpreads ; ' 

The clouds burſt dreadful o'er the Grecian heads: 

Thick lightnings flaſh; the muttering thunder rolls; 

Their ſtrength he withers, and unmans their ſouls. 

Before his wrath the trembling hoſts retire; 

The God in terrours, and the ſkies on fire, 

Nor great Idomeneus that ſight could bear, 

Nor each ſtern Ajax, thunderbolts of war: 100 

Nor he, the king of men, tl alarm ſuſtain'd; 

Neſtor alone amidſt the ſtorm remain'd, 

Unwilling be remain'd, for Paris* dart | 

Had pierc'd his courſer in a mortal part: 

Fix'd in the forehead where the ſpringing ane 
Curl'd o'er the brow, it ſtung him t& the brain: 

Mad with his anguiſh, he begins to rear, 

Paw with his hoofs aloft, and laſh the air. 

Scarce had his faulchion cut the-reins, and freed 

Th' incumber'd chariot from the dying feed, 170 

When dreadful Hector, thundering through the war, 

Pour id to the tumult eu his whirling car, | 


* 
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That day had ſtretch'd beneath his matchleſs hand 
The hoary monarch of the Pylian band, 

But Diomed beheld : from forth the croud 115 
He ruſh'd, and on Ulyſſes call'd aloud. 

Whither, oh whither does Ulyſſes run? 
Oh flight unworthy great Lacrtes' for! 

Mix'd with the vulgar ſhall thy fate be found, 
Pierc'd in the back, a vile, diſhoneſt wound ? 120 
Oh turn and fave from Hector's direful rage | 
The glory of the Greeks, the Pylian fage. 

His fruitleſs words are lott unheard in air, 

Ulyſſes ſeeks the ſhips, and ſhelters there. 

—But bold Tydides to tha reſcue goes, 125 
A ſingle warriour midſt a hoſt of foes ; | 
Beſore the courſers with a ſudden ſpring 

He leap'd, and anxious thus beſpoke the king. 

Great perils, father! wait th* unequal fight | 
Theſe younger champions will oppreſs thy might. 130 
Thy veins no more with ancient vigour glow, 

Weak is thy ſervant, and thy courſers flow. \ 

Then haſte, aſcend my ſeat, and from the car 
Obſerve the ſteeds of Tros, renown'd in war, 
Praftis'd alike to turn, to ftgp, to chace, þ 1235 
To dare the fight, or urge the rapid race: 9 
Theſe late obey d neas guiding rein; 

Leave thou thy chariot to our faithful train: 

With tkeſe againſt yon Trojans will we go, 

Nor ſhall great Hector want an equal foe; 140 

Fierce as he is, ev'n he may learn to fear 35 
The thirſty fury of my flying ſpear. 85 

61 R 2 | : | Thus 
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Thus Aid the chief; and Neſtor, ſkill'd in war, Soi 
Approves his counſel, and aſcends the car: W 
The ſeeds he left, their truſty ſervants hold; 145. 'I 
Furymedon, and Sthenelus the bold : + T 

The reverend charioteer directs the courſe, . | 
And ftrains his aged arm to laſh the horſe. © TI 
Hector they face; unknowing how to fear, Br 
Fierce he drove on; ' Tydides whirl'd his ſpear. 158 11 
Tho ſpear with erriag haſte miſtook its way, a: Be 
But plung'd in Eniopeus* boſom lay. ; 0 
His opening hand in death forſakes the rein; | Ti 
The ſteeds fly back : he falls, and ſpurns the plain. Ge 
Great Hector ſorrows for his: ſervant kill'd, 155 1 

Vet unreveng' d permits to preſs the field; | 3 N. 
JVIl to ſupply his place and rule the car, W N. 
Roſe Archeptolemus, the fierce in war. N. 
And now: had death and horrour cover'd all; | 14 
Eike fimorous flocks the Trojans in their wall 169, H. 
Inclos'd had bled: byt Jove with awful ſound D 
Roll'd the big thunder o'er. the vaſt profound: 7 85 


Full in Fydides' face the lightning flew; 


The ground before him flam'd with. ſulphur blue; 1 
The quivering ſteeds fell proſtrate at the ſight; 163 P. 
And Neſtor's trembling hand confeſs'd his fright; 5 
He drop'd the reins; and ſhook with ſacred dread, II 
Thus, turning, warn'd th intrepid Diomed. $ 3 


O chief ! too daring; in thy friend's defence, 

Betire advis' d, and urge the chariot hence. 

This day, avexſe, the ſovereign of the ſkies }. - 
Aſſiſts great Hector, and our palm denies. © 
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some other ſun may ſee the happier hour, f 
When Greece ſhall conquer by his heavenly power. 
Tis not in man his fix'd decree to nove: 175 
The great will glory to ſubmit to Jove. 
O reverend prince! (Tydides thus replies) 

Thy years are awful, and thy words are wiſe. 
But ah, what grief ſhould haughty Hector boaſt, 
I fled inglorious to the guarded coalt. 130 
Before that dire diſgrace ſhall blaſt my fame, ; 
O'erwhelm me, earth; and hide a warriour's ſhame. | 
To whom Gerenian Neſtor thus reply'd : £1 Ba th 
Gods] can thy courage fear the Phrygian's e? | 
Hector may vaunt, but who ſhall heed the ny | 
Not thoſe who felt thy arm, the Dardan hok, 
Nor Troy, yet bleeding in her heroes loſt; 
Not ev'n a Phrygian dame, who dreads the fword 
That laid in duſt her lov'd, lamented lerd. 

He ſaid, and haity; o'er the gaſping thiong 199 
* Drives the ſwift. ſteeds ; ; the chariot ſmokes along. | 
The ſhouts of Trojans thicken in the wind; | 

The ſtorm of hiſſing javelins pours behind. | 

Ihen, with a voice that ſhakes the ſolid i{kies, 4H | 
Pleas'd Hector braves the warriour as he flies, 193 p 
Go, mighty hero, grac'd above the reſt | 

In ſeats of council and the fumptuous feaſt: 

Now hope no more thoſe honours from thy train; 

Go, leſs than woman, in the form of man 
To ſcale our walls, to wrap our towers in flames, 200 

To lead in exile the fair Phrygian dames, 
Thy once proud hopes, preſumptuous prince ! are fled; 
" This arm ſhall reach thy heart, and ſtreteh thee dead. 
R 3 | Now 
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266 POPE'S' HOME R. | 
Now fears diſſuade him, and now hopes invite, 
To ſtop his eonrſers, and to ſtand the fight; 205 
Thrice turn'd the chief, and thrice imperial Jove 
On Ida's ſummits thunder'd from above: 
Great Hector heard; he faw the flaſhing light, 
(The fign of conqueſt) and thus urg d the fight. 
Hear, every Trojan, Lycian, Dardan band, 210 
All fami'd in war, and dreadful hand to hand; 
Be mindful of the wreaths your arms have. won, 
Yaur great forefathers" glories, and your dn. 
Heard ye the voice of Jove? Succeſs and fame 


Await on Troy, dn. Greece eternal ſhame. ? 215 


In vain. they ſkulk behind their boaſted wall, 

Weak bulwarks! deftin'd by this arm to fall, 

High o'er their ſighted trench our feeds ſhaH bound 
And paſs victorious o'er the level'd mound. 


Soon as before yon hollow ſhips we ſtand, 220 


Fight each with flames, and toſs: the blazing brand; 

Till their proud navy wrapt in ſmoke and fires, 

All Greece, encompaſs d, in one blaze expires. 
Furious he faid; then, bending o'er the yoke, 

Encourag'd his proud ſteeds, while thus he ſpoke. 

Now, Xonthus, ZEthen, Lampus! urge the chace, 
nd, thou, Podargus! prove thy generous race: 

Be fleet, be fearlefs, this important day, 

And all your maſter's well-ſpent care repay. 

For this, high-fed in plenteous ſtalls ye ftand, 230 

Serv'd with pure wheat, and by a princeſs' hand; 

For this my ſpouſe, of great Aetion's line, 

do oft has ſtecpꝰd the ſtrengthening grain in wine. 


Now 
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Fly, ILTAD, Book: VIII. 
Now ſwift purſue, now thunder uncontrol'd; 
Give me to ſeize rich Neſtor's ſhield of. gold; 
From Tydeus' ſhouiders rip the op load, , 
Vulcanian arms, the labour of a God: 

Theſe if we gain, then victory, ye powers! 
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235 


This night; this:glorious night, the fleet is ours. 
That heard, deep anguiſh ſtung Saturnia's ſoul; 


She ſhook her throne that ſhook the ſtarry pole: 


And thus to Neptune: Thou, whoſe force can make 


The ſtedfaſt earth from her foundations ſhake; 
See'ſt thou the Greeks by fates unjuſt oppreſt, 
Nor ſwells thy heart in that immortal breaſt? 
Yet ZEgz; Helicè, thy power obey, - 
And gifts unceaſing on thine altars lay. 
Would all the Deities of Greece combine, 
In vain the gloomy Thunderer might repine: 
Sole ſhould he fit, with ſcarce-a God to friend, 
And ſce his Trojans: to the ſhades: deſcend ; 
Such be the ſcene from his Idzan bower; 
Ungratefu] proſpect to the ſullen power! 
Neptune with wrath rejects the raſh deſign: 


245 
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250 


What rage, what madneſs, furious Queen, is thine ? 


J war not with the Higheſt, All above 
Submit and tremble at the hand of Jove. 


Now godlike Hector, to whoſe matehleſs might 


Jove gave the glory of the deftin'd fight, 


Squadrons on ſquadrons drives, and fills the fields | 


With cloſe-rang'd chariots, and with thicken'd ſhields. - 


Where the deep trench in length extended lay, 
CompaQed troops ſtand wedg <q in ſirm array, 
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-v4$ 'PFOPE'S HOMER. 
A dreadful front! they ſhake the brands, and threat 
With long-deſtroying flames the hoſtile fleet. 265 

The king of men, by Juno's ſelf inſpir'd, 

Toil'd through the tents, and all his army fir d. 

Swift as he mov'd, he lifted in his hand 

His purple robe, bright enſign of command. \ 
High on the midmoſt bark the king appear'd; 

There, from Ulyfles* deck his voice was heard: 

To Ajax and Achilles reach'd the ſound, 

Whoſe diftant ſhips the guarded navy bound. 

Oh Argives I ſhame of human race; he cry'd, ' 

(The hollow veſſels to his yoice On d) 2575 227 

Where now are all your glorious boaſts of yore, I 

Your haſty triumphs on the Lemnian ſhore ? 

Each fearleſs hero dares an hundred foes, 

While the feaſt lafts, and while the goblet flows; 

But who to meet one martial man is found, 280 

When the fight rages, and the flames ſurround ? 

O mighty Jove! oh fire of the diſtreſs d 

Was ever king like me, like me oppreſs'd ? 

With power immenſe, with | Juſtice arm'd in vain 

My glory raviſh'd, and my people ſlain ! 285 

To thee my vows were breath'd fro; every ſhore; 

What altar ſmok'd not with our victim's gore? 

With fat of bulls I fed the conſtant flame, 

And aik'd deſtruction to the Trojan name. 

Now, gracious God! far humbler our demand; 
"Give theſe at leaſt t' eſcape from Hector's hand, | 
And fave the relicks of the Grecian land! 1 

Thus pray'd the king, and heaven's great Father heard 

Ilis vows, in bitterneſs of ſoul preferr'd; 
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II TAD, Boer If. 
The wrath-appeas'd, by happy fi doe. 

And gives the people to their monarch” prayers. 

His eagle, ſacred bird of heaven! he ſent, 

A fawn his talons truſs'd (divine portent !) 
High o'er the wondering hoſts be ſoar'd above, 

aid their vows to Panomphæan Jove 
ries th & the prey before his altar fall, 

The Greeks beheld, and tranſport ſeiz'd on all: 

Encourag'd by the fign, the troops revive, ' 
And fierce on Troy with double fury drive. 

Jydides firſt, of all the Grecian force, 

O'er the broad ditch impell'd his foaming horſe, 
Pierc'd the deep ranks, their ſtrongeſt battle tore, 
And dy'd his javelin red with Trojan gore. 
Young Agelaiis (Phradmon was his fire) 
With flying courſers ſhun'd his dreadful ire: 
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Struck through the back, the Phrygian fell oppreſt; 


The dart drove on, and iſſued at his breaſt: 
Headſong he quits the car; his arms reſound: 
His ponderous buckler thunders on the ground. 
Forth ruſh a tide of Greeks, the paſſage freed; 
Th' Atridæ firſt, th* Ajaces next ſucceed : 
Meriones, like Mars in arms renown'd, | 
And God-like Idomen, now palſs'd the . : 
Evæmon's ſon next iſſues to the foe, 
And laſt, young Teucer with his bended bow. 
Secure behind the Telamonian ſhield ed 
The ſkilful archer wide ſurvey'd the field, 
With every ſhaft ſome 5 victim flew, 
Then cloſe beneath the ſeven- fold orb withdrew : 
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320 
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The conſcious infant ſo, when fear alarms, 325 


Retires for ſafety to the mother's arms. - 
Thus Ajax guards his brother in the field, | 
Moves as he moves, and turns the ſhining ſhield. 
Who firitgBy Teucer's mortal ar bled? 
Jorſilochus ;; then fell Or menus. 9 

The god-like: Lycophom next preſs' d the plain, 
With Chromius, Dætor, Opheleſtes flainer” 
Bold Hamopaon breathleſt ſunk to ground; 
The bloody pile great Melanippus crown d. 


Heaps fell on heaps, ſad trophies of his art, 335 


A Trojan ghoſt attended every dart. 

Great Agamemnon views with jgyful eye. 
The ranks grow thinner aschis arrows fly : 

Oh youth for ever dear ! (the monarch cry'd) 


Thus, always thus, thy early worth be try'd ; 570 


Thy brave example ſhall-retrieve our hoſt, 
Thy country's ſaviour, and thy father's boaſt! 
Sprung from an alien's bed thy ſire to grace, 
The vigorous offspring of a ſtol'n embrace, 


Proud of his boy, he own'd the generous flame, 345 


And the brave ſon repays his cares with fame. 
Now hear a monarch's vow: If heaven's high powers 
Give me to raze Troy's long-defended towers; 
Whatever treaſures Greece for me defign, . 

The next rich honorary gift be thine; 350 
Some golden tripod, or diftinguiſh'd car, * 
With courſers dreadful in the ranks of war; 

Or ſome fair captive whom thy eyes approve, 
Shall recompenſe the warriour's toils with love. 
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To this the/ chief: With praiſe the reſt inſpire, 358 
Nor urge a ſoul already fill'd with fire. 
What ſtrength: I have, be now in battle try'd, 
Till every ſhaft in Phrygian blood be dy d- 
Since rallying from our wall we forc'd the foe, 
Still aim'd at Heëtor have I bent my bow: 3060 
Eight forky arrows from this hand have-fled, 
And eight bold heroes by theix points lie dead: 
But (ure ſome God denies me to deſtroy; 
This fury of the field, this dog of Troy. 
He ſaid, and twang'd the ſtring. The weapon flics 


| At Hector's breaſt, and ſings along the ſkies: 


He miſs'& the mark; but pierc'd Gorgythio's heart, 
And drench'd in royal blood the thirſty dart. | 


(Fair Caſtianira, nymph of form divine, 


* 


This offspring added to king Priam's line. 370 


As full-blown poppies, over-charg'd with rain, 
Decline the head, and dreoping kiſs the plain ; 

So ſinks the youth: his beauteous head, depreſt 
Beneath: his helmet, drops upon has- breaſt. | 
Another thaft the raging archer drew: ' 49% 
That other ſhaft with erring fury flew,, : | 
(From Hector Phoebus turn'd the flying wound) 
Vet fell not dry or guiltleſs to the ground: | 
Thy breaft, Brave Archeptolemus;! it tore, 


And dipt its feathers in no vulgar gore. 380 


Headlong he falls: his ſudden fall alarms 
The ſteeds, that ſtartle at his ſounding arms. 


Hector with grief his charioteer beheld, | ' 
All pale and breathleſs on the fanguine field. 
pr" 
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The conſcious infant fo, when fear alarms, 325 
Retires for ſafety to the mother's arms. 2 
Thus Ajax guards his brother in the field, 
Moves as he moves, and turns the ſhining ſhield. 
Who firſt by Teucer's mortal RN... | 
Orſilochus ; then fell Ormenus: dead: 330 
The god-like: Lycophon next preſs'd the plain, 
With Chromius, Dætor, Opheleſtes ſainn 
Bold Hamopaen breathleſs funk to ground; 
The bloody pile great Melanippus-crown'd. . 
Heaps fell on heaps, ſad trophies of bis art, 335 
A Trojan ghoſt attended every dart. 
Great Agamemnon views with joyful eye. 
The ranks grow thinncr aschis arrows fly: 
Oh youth for ever dear! (the monarch cry'd) 
Thus, always thus, thy early worth be try'd; 540 
Thy brave example ſhall retrieve our hoſt, F 
Thy country's ſaviour, and thy father's boaſt! 
Sprung from an alien's bed thy fire to grace, 
The vigorous offspring of a ftoPn embrace, E 3 
Proud. of his boy, he own'd the generous flame, 44s WM - 
And the brave ſon repays his cares with fame. 
Now hear a monarch's vow: If heaven's high powers 
Give me to raze Troy's long-defended towers; 
Whatever treaſures Greece for me defign, 
The next rich honorary gift be thine; 350 
dome golden tripod, or diftinguiſh'd car, - 
With courſers dreadful in the ranks of war; 
Or ſome fair captive whom thy eyes approve, 
Shall * the warriour's toils with. love. » 
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To this the chief: With praiſe the reſt-inſpire, 35F 
Kor urge 6:Guilaleady:GiMhLbich fraud . 
What ſtrength I: have, be now in battle try*d,. 

Till every ſhaft in Phrygian blood be dy d. 
Since rallying: from our wall we forc'd the foe, 
Still aim'd at Heòtor have I bent my bow: 360 
Eight forky arzows from this hand have fled, 
And eight bold heroes by their points lie dead: 
But ſure ſome God: denies me to deſtroy 
This fury of the field, this dog of Troy. 

He faid,, and twang'd the ſtring. The weapon flies 
At Hector's breaſt, and fings along the ſkies: 
lle miſs'd the mark; but pierc'd Gorgythio's heart, 
And drench'd in royal blood the thirſty dart. ; 
(Fair Caſtianira, nymph of form divine, 
This offspring added to king Priam's line. 370 
As full-blown poppies, over-charg'd with rain, 


Decline the head, and drooping kiſs the plain; . 


So ſinks the youth: his beauteous head, depreſt 
Beneath his helmet, drops upon his breaſt. 
Another thaft the raging archer drew :. 375 
That other ſhaft with erring fury flew,, | 
(From Hector Phoebus turn'd the flying wound) 
Yet fell not dry or guiltleſs to the ground: 


Thy breaſt, Brave Archeptolemus. I it tore, , 
And dipt its- feathers in no vulgar gore. 380 - 


Headlong he falls: his ſudden fall alarms 
The ſteeds, that ſtartle at his ſounding: arms. 


Hector with grief his charioteer beheld, * 
All pale and breathlcfs on the fanguine field. 
bp Ee | Then 
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252 | POP EU HOMER, 
Then bids Cebriones direct the rein, N 
Quits his bright car, and ifſues on the plain. 7 
Dreadful he ſhouts: from earth a ſtone he took, 
And ruſh' d on Teucer with the lifted rock. 
The youth already ſtrain'd the forceful yew ; 


The ſhaft already to his ſhoulder drew; 390 


The feather in his hand, juſt wing'd for flight, 
Touch'd where the neck and hollow cheſt unite; 
There, where the juncture Knits. the channel bone, 
The furious chief diſcharg'd the craggy ſtone; 

The bow-ſtring burſt beneath the ponderous blow, 395 
And his numb'd hand diſmiſs'd his uſeleſs bow. 

He fell: but Ajax his broad ſhield diſplay'd, 

And ſcreen'd his brother with a mighty ſhade ; 

Till great Alaſtor, and Meciſtheus, bore 


The batter'd archer. groaning to the ſniore. 409 


Troy yet found grace before'th* Olympian. Sire, 
He arm'd their hands, and f11'd their breaſts; with fire. 
The Greeks, repuls'd, retreat behind their wall, 
Or in the trench on heaps confus'diy fall. 
Firſt of the foe, . great Hector march'd along, 40g 
With terrour cloath'd, and more than mortal ſtrong. 
As the bold hound, that gives the lion chace, 
With beating boſom, and with eager pace, 
Hangs on his haunch, or faſtens on his heels, 
Guards as he turns, and circles as he wheels: 410 
Thus oft the Grecians turn'd, but ſtill they flew ; 
Thus following Hector ſtill the hindmoſt flew. 
When flying they had paſs'd the trench profound, 
And many a chief lay gaſping on the ground; 
1387 Before 
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Before the ſhips a deſperate ſtand they made, 415 
nd fir'd the troops, and call'd the Gods to aid. 
ar on his rattling chariot Hector came; 
His eyes like Gorgon ſhot a ſanguine flame 
That wither'd all their hoſt: like Mars he ſtood; 
Dire as the, monſter, dreadful as the God! 420 
Their ſtrong diſtreſs the wife of Jove ſurvey dz 
Then penſive thus, to war's triumphant Haid. 
Oh daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wield 
Th' avenging bolt, and ſhake the fable-ſhield 1 
Now, in this moment of her laſt deſpair, 425 
Shall wretched Greece no more confeſs our care, 
Condemn'd to ſuffer the full force of fate, 
And drain the dregs of heaven's relentleſs hate? 
Gods ! ſhall one raging hand thus level all? 
What numbers fell! what numbers yet ſhall fall! 
What power divine ſhall Hector's wrath aſſuage? 
Still (wells the ſlaughter, and ſtill grows the rage! 
. So ſpake th' imperial regent of the ſkigs EZ = 
To whom the Goddeſs with the azure eyes: 
Long ſinc had Hector ſtain'd theſe fields with gore; , 
Stratch'd by ſome Argive on his native ſhore; 
But He above, the Sire of heaven withſtands, 
Mocks our attempts, and flights our juſt demands. 
The ſtubborn God, inflexible and hard, 


Forgets my ſervice and deſery'd reward: 449 *© 
Sav'd I, for this, his favourite“ ſon diftreſs'd, 
By ſtern Euriſtheus with long labours preſs'd ? 
He begg'd, with tears he begg'd, in deep diſmay; 
& from heaven, and gave his arm ths day, 


OE. 


234 POPE'S HOMER. 
Oh had my wiſdom known this dire event, 
When to grim Pluto's gloomy gates he went; 
The triple dog had never felt his chain, 
Nor Styx been croſs d, nor hell explor'd in vain, 
Averſe to me of all his heaven of Gods, 
At Thetis' ſuit the partial Thunderer nods. 450 
To grace her gloomy, fierce, reſenting ſon, 
My hopes are fruſtrate, and my Greeks undone. 
Somefuture day, perhaps, he may be mov'd 
To call his blue-ey'd maid his beſt belov'd. 
Haſte, launch thy chariot, thro* yon ranks to ride; 455 
Myſelf. will arm, and thunder at thy ſide. 
Then, Goddeſs ! ſay, ſhall Hector glory then, 
(Thar terrour of the Greeks, that Man of men) 
When Juno's ſelf, and Pallas ſhall appear, I 


All dreadful in the crimſon walks of war! 460 
What; mighty Trojan then, on yonder ſhare, ) 
Expring, pale, and terrible no more, N 
Shall feaſt the fowls, and glut the dogs with gore? 


She ceas' d, and Juno rein'd the ſteeds with care; 
(Haven's awful empreſs, Saturn's other heir) 465 

Pallas, meanwhile, her various veil unbound, 

With flowers adorn'd, with art immortal crown'd ; 
The vadiant rohe her ſacred fingers wove | 
Floats in rich waves, and ſpreads the court of Jove. 
Her father's arms her mighty limbs inveſt, 470 
His cuiraſs blazes on her ample breaſt, | 

The vigorous power the trembling car afcends ; 
Shocł by her arm, the maſſy javelin 'bends ; 


Huge, ponderous, ſtrong! that, hen her fury burns, | 


Rroud tyrants humbles, and whole hoſts g'erturns. 475 


Saturnia 
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Saturnia lends the laſn; the courſers fly; 
Smooth glides- the chariot through the liquid ſky. 
Heaven's gates ſpontaneous open to the powers, 
Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged Hours. 
Commiſſion'd in alternate watch they ſtand, 480 
The ſun's bright portals and the ſkies command; 
Cloſe, or unfold, th' eternal gates of day, 
Bar heaven with clouds, or roll thoſe clouds away. 
The ſounding hinges ring, the clouds divide; 
Prone down the ſteep of heaven their courſe they gad . 
But Jove incens'd, from Ida's top ſurvey d, | 
And thus enjoin'd the many-colour'd Maid. 
._ Fhaumantia! mount:the wings, and ftop their car 3 
AKHAinſt the higheſt who-ſhall wage the war ? 3: aab5,-- 
If firious yet they dare the vain debate, 490 
Thus have I ſpoke, and what I ſpeak is Fate. 
Their courſers criſh'd beneath the wheels thall lie, 
Their car in fragments ſeatter'd o'er the s 
My lightning theſe rebellious ſhall confound, 
And hurl them flaming, headlong to the ground, 495 
Condemn'd for ten revolving years to weep 
The wounds impreſs'd by burning thunder deep. 
: So ſhall Minerva learn to fear our ire, | 
Nor dare to combat her's and nature's Sire. 
For Juno, headſtrong and imperious ſill, Foo 
She claims ſome title to tranſgreſs our will. jy 
Swift as the wind, the various - colour d Maid 
From Ida's top her golden wings difplay'd; 
To great Olympus” ſhining gates ſhe flies, 
There meets the ne down th 
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Reſtrains their progreſs from the bright abodes, 
And ſpeaks the mandate of the Sire of Gods. 
What frenzy, Goddeſſes ! what rage can move 
Celeitial minds to tempt the wrath of Jove ? . 
Deſiſt, obedient to his high command 15 519 
This is his word: and know, his word ſhall Land, - 


His lightning your rebellion ſhall confound, 


And hurl you keadlong, flaming to the ground: 
Your horſes cruſh d beneath the wheels ene, , 
Your car in fragment ſcatter'd o'er the yt. 1. 575 
Vourſelves condemn'd ten relling years to weep, 


The wounds unpreſs'd by burning thunder * 


80 ſhall Minerva learn to fear his ire, 
Nor dare to combat her's and nature's Sire. 
For Juno, headitrong and imperious ſtill, 520 
She claims ſome title to tranſgrefs his will: r 
But thee what deſperate inſolence has driven, 
To lift thy lance againſt. the King of heaven? 
Then, mounting on the pinions of the wind, | 
She flew; and Juno thus her rage reſign d. - 525 
O daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wield, 
Th" avenging bolt, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield * 
No more let beings of ſuperior birth 
Contend with Jove for this low race of earth: 
Triumphant now, now miſerably ſlain, | 530 
They breathe or periſh as the Fates ordain. | 
But Jove's high counſels full effect ſhall find; 4 
And, ever conſtant, ever rule mankind: - 
She ſpoke, and backward turn'd her ſteeds of uche | 


Adorn'd with manes of gold, and heavenly bright. 
; | a The 


? 
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The Hours unloos'd them, panting as they ſtood, 
And heap'd their mangers with ambroſial food. 
There ty'd, they reſt in high celeſtial ſtalls ; 
The chariot propt againſt the cry ſal walls. | 
The penſiye Goddeſſes, abaſh'd, controll'd, 840 
„ Mix with the Gods, and fill their ſeats of gold. 
And now#the thunderer meditates his flight 
From Lada“ $ ſummits to th' Olympian height. 
Swifter than thought. the wheels inſtinctive fly, | 
Flame through the vaſt of air, and reach the (ky. 545; 
Tas Neptune's charge his courſers to unbrace, 
And fix the car on its 1 5 baſe; | ; 
There ſtood the chariot, beaming forth its rays, 
Till with a ſnowy veil he ſercen'd the blaze. 
He, whole all-conſcious eyes the world behold, 
Th' eternal Thunderer, fat thron'd in gold, 
High heaven the footſtool of his feet he makes, 
And wide beneath him all Oly mpus ſhakes, 
Trembling afar th' offending Powers appear'd, 
Confus'd and filent, for his from they fear'd. 
He ſaw their ſoul, and thus his word imparts ; | 
Pallas and Juno! ſay, why heave your hearts > 
Soon was your battle oer: proud Troy retir'd 
Before your face, and in Wur wrath expir'd. 
But know, whoe'er almighty power withſtand! 
Unmatch'd our force, unconquer'd is our hand: 
Who ſhall the Sovereign of the ſkies control? 
Not all the Gods that crown the ſtarry pole. 
Your hearts ſhall tremble, if our. arms we take, 
And each immortal nerve with horror ſhake, 
Vor. I. 8 
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For thus I ſpeaky and what I ſpeak ſhall ſtand 
What power ſoe'er provokes our lifted hand, 


2 


N 


On Mis our hill no more ſhall hold his place; ; 


Cut\off, and exil'd from th' ethereal race. 
Jund and Pallas grieving hear the doom, 
But feaft their ſouls on Tlion's woes to come. 
Though ſecret anger ſwell'd Minerva's breaſt, 

The prudent Goddeſs yet her wrath repreſt: 
But Juno, impotent of rage, replies. 

What haſt thou ſaid, Oh tyrant of the ſkies ! 
Strength and omnipotence inveſt thy throne ; 
*Tis thine to puniſh ; ours to grieve alone. 
For Greece we grieve, abandon'd by her fate, 
To drink the dregs of thy unmeaſur'd hate: 
From fields forbidden we ſuþmi 
With arms unaiding ſee o 


The morning ſun awak'd by loud alarms, 
Shall fee th* Almighty Thunderer in arms. 


570 


580 


What heaps of Argives then ſhall load the plain, 
Thoſe radiant eyes ſhall view, and view in vain. 


Nor ſhall great Hector ceaſe the rage of fight, 
The navy flaming, and thy Greeks in flight, 
Ev'n till the day, when certꝭin fates ordain 
That ſtern Achilles (his Pafroclus ſlain) 


590 


Shall riſe in vengeance, and lay waite the plain. 5 5 


For ſuch is fate, nor canſt thou turn its courſe 


With all thy rage, with all thy rebel force. 


4A 


Fly, 


593 
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Fly, if thou wilt, to earth's remoteſt bound, 
Where on her utmoſt verge the ſeas reſound; 
Where curs'd Iapetus and Saturn dwell, 
Faſt by the brink, within the ſteams of hell; 600 
No ſun e'er gilds the gloomy horrours there; 8 
No chearful gales refreſh the lazy air; 
There arm once more the bold Titanian band; 
And arm in vain ; for what I will, ſhall ſtant. . 
Now deep in ocean ſunk the lamp of light, + 6og 
And drew behind the*cloudy veil of night: 
The conquering Trojans mourn his beams decay'd ; 
The Greeks rejoicing bleſs the friendly ſhade. _ 
The victors keep the field; and Hector calls 
A martial council near the navy walls: + 610 
Theſe to Scamander's bank apart he led, 
Where thinly ſcatter'd lay the heaps of dead. 
Tl aſſembled chiefs, deſcending on the ground, 
Attend his order, and their prince ſurround, -— 
maſſy ſpear he bore of mighty ſtrexgth, 615 
Of full ten cubits was the lance's length, 
The point was braſs, refulgent to behold, 
Fix'd to the wood with circling rings of gold: 
be noble Hector on this lance reclin d. 
Ayd bending- forward, thus reveal'd his ming. 640 
Ve valiant Trojans, with attention hear ! 
Ye Dardan bands, and generous aids, give ear! 
This day, we hop'd, would wrap in, conquering flame 
Greece with her ſhips, and crown "oy toils with fame. 
But darkneſs now, to ſave the cowards, falls. 625. 
And guards them trembling in their wooden walls. 
8 2 Obey 


(31 
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From theſe deteſted foes to free the land, 


For Trojan vultures a predeſtin d prey. 
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Obey the Night, and uſe her peaceful hours 

Our ſtceds to forage, and refreſh our powers. 

Straight from the town be ſheep and oxen fought, - 

And ſtrengthening bread, and generous wine be 
brought. N | 630 

Wide o'er the field, high blazing to the ky, 

Let numerous fires the abſent fun fupply, 

The flaming piles with plenteous fuel, raiſe, 

Till the bright morn her purple beam diſplays; 

Leſt, in the ſilence and the ſhades of night, - 635 

Greece on her ſable ſhips attempt her flight. 

Not unmoleſted let the wretches gain 

Their lofty decks, or ſafely cleave the main; 

Some hoſtile wound let every dart beſtow, 


Some laſting token cf the Phrygian foe, 640 


Wounds, that long hence may aſk their ſpouſes? care, 
And warn their children from a Trojan war. 

Now through the circuit of our Ilion wall, 

Let ſacred heralds ſound the folemn call; 

To bid the fires with hoary honours crown'd, 645: 
And beardleſs youths, our battlements ſurround, 
Firm be the guard, while diſtant lie our powers, 

And let the matrons hang with lights the towers : 
Leſt, under covert of the midnight ſhade, 

Th” inſidious, foe the naked town invade. 650 
Suffice, to-night, theſe orders to obey ; . 
A-nobler charge ſhall rouſe the dawning day. 

The Gods, I truſt, ſhall give to Hector's hand, 


175 


Who plow'd, with fates averſe, the watery way; > 655 


Our 
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Our common ſafety muſt be now the care; | 
But ſoon as morning paints the fields of ai 
Sheath'd in bright arms let every trobp engage 
And the fir'd fleet behold the battle rage. 
Then, then ſhall Hector and Tydides prove, 
Whole fates are heavieſt in the ſcales of Toy 
To- morrow's light (oh haſte the gloriotis morn !) 
Shall fee his bloody ſpoils in triumph borne, 

With this keen javelin ſhall his breaſt be gor'd, 66g 
And proſtrate heroes bleed around their lord. 
Certain as this, oh! might my days endure, 
From age 4 gr and black death ſecure; 
So might my life ahd glory know no bound. 
Like Pallas worſhip'd, like tae ſun renown'd ! 670 
As the next dawn, the laſt they ſhall enjoy, 
Shall cruſh the Greeks; *and end the woes of Troy. 

The leader ſpoke. From all his hoſt around 
Shouts of applauſe along the ſhores reſound. 
Each from the yoke the ſmoking ſteeds unty'd, 675 
And fix'd their headſtalls to his chariot-fide, 
Fat ſheep and oxen from the town are led, 
With generous wine, and all- ſuſtaining bread. \\ 
Full hecatombs lay burning on the ſhore; | g 
The winds to heaven the curling vapours bore. 68 
Ungrateful offering to th' immortal powers! | j 
Whoſe wrath hung heavy o'er the Trojan towers; 
Nor Priam nor his ſons obtain'd their grace; 
Proud Troy they hated, and her guilty race. 

The troops exuiting ſat in order round, 685 
And beamivg fires illumin'd all the ground. 

8 3 
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As when the moon, reſulgent lamp of night! 

O'er heaven's clear azure ſpreads her ſacred light, 
When not a breath diſturbs the deep ſerene, 

And not a cloud o'ercafts the ſolemn ſcene; 690 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 

And ſtars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole, 

Oer the dark trees a yellower verdure ſhed, 

And tip with filver every mountain's head; 

Then ſhine the vales, the rocks in proſpect riſe, 

A flood of glory burſts from all the ſkies ; 695 
The conſcious ſwains, rejoicing in the ſight, 

Eye the blue vault, and bleſs the uſeful light. 

So many flames before proud Ilion blaze, 

5 , And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays: 
. The long reflections of the diſtant fires 700 
| Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the ſpires. 

A thonſand piles the duſky horrours gild, 

| And ſhoot a ſhady luſtre o'er the field. 

Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend, 7 
Whoſe umber'd arms, by fits, thick flaſhes ſend, 
Loud neigh the courſers o er their heaps of corn, 
And ardent warriors wait the riſing morn, 
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The Embaſſy to Achilles. 


 Agamemnon, after the laſt day's defeat, propoſes to 
the Greeks to quit the ſiege, and return to their 
country. Diomed oppoſes this, and Neſtor ſeconds 
him, praifing his wiſdom and reſolution. He or- 
ders the guard to be ſtrengthened, and a council 
ſummoned to deliberate — meaſures art to be 
followed in this emergency. Agamemnon purſues 
this advice, and Neftor farther preyails upon him to 
ſend ambaſtadors to Achilles, in order to move him 
to a reconcihation. Ulyſſes and Ajax are made 
choice of, who are accompanied by old Phaonix. 
# "They make, each of them, very moving and preſ- 
Ang ſpeeches, but are rejected with xoughneſs by ) 
Achilles, who notwithitanding retains Phoenix in 
his tent. The ambaſſadors return unſucceisfully to 
the camp, and the troops betake themſelves to ſleep. 


This book, and the next following, take up the 
ſpace of one night, which is the twenty-ſeventh 
from the beginning of the poem. The ſcene lies on 
the ſea-ſhore, the {tation of the Grecian ſhips, 
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- HUS joyful Troy maintain'd the watch of night; 
While fear, pale comrade of inglorious flight, 
And heaven-bred horrour, on the Grecian part, W 
Sat on each face, and ſadden'd every heart. W 
As, from its clondy dungeon iſſuing forth, Li = 
A double tempeſt of the weſt and north 
_ Swells o'er the ſea, from Thracia's frozen ſhore, 
Heaps waves on waves, and bids th' ZEgean roar; 
This way and that, the boiling deeps are toſt; 
\ Such various paſſions urge the troubled hoſt. 19 
Great Agamemnon griev'd above the ret; 
Superiour-forrows ſwell'd his royal breaſt; 
Himſelf his. orders to the heralds bears, 
To bid to council all the Grecian peers, | 
But bid in whiſpers : theſe ſurround their chief, 13 
In ſolemn ſadneſs, and majeſtic grief. | 
The king amidſt the mournful circle roſe; - 
Down his wan cheek a briny torrent 4 
80 ſilent fountains, from à rock's tall head, 
In ſable ſtreams ſoft- trickling waters ſhed. 
With more than vulgar grief he ſtood oppreſt; 
Words, mixt with ſighs, thus burſting from his breaſt. 
| k x , Ye 
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Ye ſons of Greece! partake your leader's care; 
Fellows in arms, and princes of the war ! 
Of partial Jove too juftly we complain, 26: 
And heavenly oracles believ'd in vain, 
A fafe return was promis'd to our toils, 
With conqueſt honour'd, and enrich'd with ſpoils : 
Now ſhameful flight alone can ſave the hoſt ; 
Our wealth, our people, and our glory loſt. 30 
So Jove decrees. Almighty Lord of all ! | 
Jove, at whoſe nod whole empires riſe or fall, 
Who ſhakes the feeble props of human truſt, 
And towers and armies humbles to the duſt. 
Haite then, for ever quit theſe. fatal fields, 35 
Haſte to the joys our native country yields; 
Spread all your canvas, all your oars-employ, , 


Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. 


He ſaid ; deep filence held the Grecian band, 
Silent, unmov'd, in dire diſmay they ſtand, "40 
A penſive ſcene! till Tydeus' warlike fon 
Roll'd on the king his eyes, and thus begun. 

When kings adviſe us to renounce our fame, 

Firſt let him ſpeak, who firſt has fuffer d ſhame. 

If I oppoſe thee, prince, thy wrath with-hold, 43 
The laws of council bid my tongue be bold. 
Thou firſt, and thou alone, in fields of fight, 


- Durſt brand my courage, and defame my might: 


Nor from a friend th' unkind reproach appear'd, | 
The Greeks ſtood witneſs, all our army heard. 50 
The Gods, O chief ! from whom our honours ſpring, 
The Gods have made thee but by halves a king. 
| | 5 They 


ILIAD, Boox IX. | 267 

They gave thee ſceptres, and a wide command, 
They gave dominion o'er the ſeas and land 
The nobleſt power that might the world control $5 
They gave thee not—a brave and virtuous ſoul. 
Is this a general's voice, that would ſuggeſt » 
Fears like his own to every Grecian breaſt ? 
Confiding in our want of worth, he ſtands ; 
And if we fly, *tis what our king commands. 60 
Go thou, inglorious ! from th* embattled plain; 
Ships thou haſt ſtore, and neareſt to the main; 
A nobler care the Grecians ll employ, 
To combat, conquer, and 125 Troy. 
Here Greece ſhall ſtay; or Fall Greece retire, 65 
Myſelf will ftay, till Troy or I expire; 
yſelf and Sthenelus will fight for fame; 
God bade us figlit, / and 'twas with God we came. 
| eas'd ; the Greeks loud acclamations raiſe, 
And voice ta voice reſounds Tydides' praiſe. 70 
Wiſe Neſtor then his reverend figure rear'd ; 
He ſpoke : the hoſt in ſtill attention heard. 

O truly great! in whom the Gods have join'd 
Such ſtrength of body with ſuch force of mind; 
In conduct, as in courage, you excel, 75 
Still firſt to act what you adviſe ſo well. 
Thoſe wholeſome counſels which thy wiſdom moves, 
Applauding Greece with common voice approves. 
Kings thou canſt blame; a bold but prudent youth 
And blame ev'n kings with praiſe, becauſe with truth. 
And yet thoſe years that ſince thy birth have run, 
Would hardly ftyle thee Neſtor's youngeſt ſon.. 


Then 
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Then let me add what yet remains behind, 

A thought unfiniſh'd 1 at generous mind ; | 
Age bids me ſperk; or ſhall th' advice I bring 83 
Diſtaſte the people, or offend the king: 

Curs'd is the man, and void of law and right, 
Unworthy property, unworthy light, 

Vnfit for public rule, or private care; 

That wretch, that monſter, who delights in war: 90 

oſe luſt is murder, and whoſe horrid joy, 

3 his country, and his kind deſtroy 

This night, refreſh and fortify thy train; 

Between the trench and wall let guards remain: 

Be that the duty of the young and bold; 95 
But thou, O king, to council call the old: 
Great is thy ſway, and, weighty are thy cares 

Thy high commands muſt ſpirit all our wars. 

With Thracian wines recruit thy honour'd gueſts, 
For happy counſels flow from ſober feaſts. 160 
Wile, weighty counſels aid a ſtate diſtreſt, 

And ſuch a monarch as can chuſe the beſt. 

See! what a blaze from hoſtile tents aſpires, 
7 How near our fleet approach the Trojan fires ! 
Wo can, unmov'd, behold the dreadful light, 105 
1 What eye beholds them, and can cloſe to-night ? 
: This dreadful interval determines all; 

1 'To-morrow, Troy muſt flame, or Greece muſt fall. 
| Thus ſpoke the hoary ſage : the reſt obey ; : 
Swift through the gates the guards direct their way. 
His ſon was firſt to paſs the lofty mound, 4 
| nerous Thraſymed, in arms renown'd ; 
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Next him, Aſcalaphus, Iälmen, ſtood, 

Ihe double offspring of the Warriour-God.. 

Deipyrus, Aphareus, Merion join, 1755 
And Lycomed, of Creon's noble line. 

Seven were the leaders of the nightly bands, 
And each bold chief a hundred ſpears commands. ; 
The fires they light, to ſhort repaſts they fall, 


Some line the trench, and others man the wall. 120 


The king of men, on public counſels bent, 
Conven'd the princes in his ample tent; + ot 
Each ſciz'd a portion of the kingly feaſt, 

But ſtaid his hand when thirſt and hunger ceas'd, 
Then Neſtor ſpoke, for wiſdom long approv'd, 125 
And, ſlowly fiſing, thus the council mov'd. 

Monarch of nations ! whoſe ſuperior ſway 
Aſſembled ſtates and lords of earth obey, 

The laws and ſceptres to thy hand are given, ; 
And millions own the eare of thee and heaven. 130 
O king ! the counſels of my age attend 

With thee my cares begin, in thee mult end; 

Thee; prince! it fits alike to ſpeak and wane, 
Pronounce with. judgment, with regard give ear, 

To ſee no wholeſome motion be withſtood, 135 
And ratify the beſt for public good. 

Nor, though a meaner give advice, repine, 

But follow it, and make the wiſdom thine. 

Hear then a thought, not now conceiy'd-in haſte, 


At once my preſent judgment, and my paſt. 140 


When from Pelidesꝰ tent you forc'd the maid, 
1 firit oppos d, and faithful durſt diſſuade; 
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But bold of ſoul, when headlong fury fir'd, 
You wrong'd the man, by men and Gods admir'd : 
Now ſeek ſome means his fatal wrath to end- 145 
With prayers to move him, or with gifts w bend. 
To whom: the king. With juſtice haſt thou ſhown 
A prince's faults, and I with reaſon own. 
That happy man, whom Jove ſtill honours moſt, 
Is more than armies, and himſelf an hoſt. 150 
Bleſt in his love, this wondrous hero ſtands; 
Heaven fights his war, and humbles all our bands. 
| Fain would my heart, which err'd through frantic rage, 
= The wrathful chief and angry Gods aſſuage. 
1 If gifts immenſe his mighty ſoul can bow, I55 
Hear, all ye Greeks, and witneſswhat I vow. 
Ten weighty talents of the pureſt gold, 
And twice ten vaſes of refulgent mold 
; Seven ſacred tripods, whoſe, unſully'd frame 
=. Yet knows no. office, nor has felt the flame: 160 
| Twelve ſteeds unmatch'd in fleetneſs and in force, 
And ſtill victorious in the duſty courſe 
(Rich were the man whoſe ample ſtores exceed 
The prizes purchas'd by their winged ſpeed). 
Seven lovely captives of the Leſbian line, 165 
Skill'd in each art, unmatch'd in form divine; 
The ſame I choſe for more than vulgar charms, 
When Leſbos ſunk beneath the hero's arms : 
All theſe, to buy his friendſhip, ſhall be paid, 
And join'd with theſe the long-conteſted maid; 170 
With all her charms, Briſeis I reſign, N 
And ſolemn ſwear thoſe charms were never mine; 
, IP Untouch'd 
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Untouch'd ſhe ſtay' d, uninjur'd the removes, 

Pure from my arms, and guiltleſs of my loves. 

Theſe inſtant ſhall be his ; and if the powers 175 
Give to our arms proud Ilion's hoſtile towers, 

„Then ſhall ke ſtore (when Greece the ſpoil divides) 
With gold and braſs his loaded navy's ſides, 

Beſides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 

With copious love ſhall crown his warm embrace 
Such as himſelf will chooſe ; who yield to none, 

Or yield to Helen's heavenly charms alone. 
Yet hear me farther : when our wars are o'er, 

F ſafe we land on Argos' fruitful ſhore, 

There ſhall he live my ſon, our honours ſhare, 185 
And with Oreſtes' ſelf divide my care. 

Yet more---three daughters in my court are bred, 
And each well worthy of a royal bed; 

Laodice and Iphigenia fair, 

And bright Chryfothemis with golden hair 190 
Her let him chooſe, whom moſt his eyes approve 

I aſk no preſents, no reward for love: 

Myſelf will give the dower ; fo vaſt a ſtore 

As never father gave a child before. 

Seven ample cities ſhall confeſs his ſway, 195 
Him Enope, and Pherz him obey, 1 
Cardamyle with ample- turrets crown'd, 
And ſacred Pedaſus for vines renown'd; 
Apea fair, the paſtures Hira yieldg, | 
And rich Antheia with her flowery fields: 200 
The whole extent to Pylos' ſandy plain, | 
Along the verdant margin of the main. 
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There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil ; 
Bold are the men, and'generous is the ſoil 
There ſhall he reign with power and juſtice crown'd, 
And rule the tributary realms around. 
All this I give, his vengeance to controul, 
And ſure all this may move his mighty foul. 
Pluto, the griſly God, who never ſpares, 
Who feels no mercy, and who hears no prayers, 210 
Lives dark and dreadful in deep hell's abodes, 
And mortals hate him, as the worſt of Gods. 
Great though he be, it fits him to obey ; 
Since more than his my years, and more my ſway, 
The monarch thus: the reverend Neſtor then: 215 
a Great Agamemnon |! glorious king of men! 
1 Süch are thy offers as a, prince may take, 
And ſuch as fits a generous king to make. 
= Let choſen delegates this hour be ent, 
= (Myſelf will name them) to Pelides' tent: 220 
1 Let Phœnix lead, rever'd for hoary age, 
Great Ajax next, and Ithacus the ſage. 
Yet more to ſanctify the word. you ſend, 
Let Hodius and Eurybates attend. W 
Now pray to Jove to grant what Greece demands; 225 
Pray, in deep ſilencé, and with pureſt hands, | 
He ſaid, and all approv'd. The heralds bring 
The cleanſing #ater from the living ſpring. 
The youth with wine the ſacred goblets crown'd, | 
And large libations drench'd the ſands around. 230 
The rite perform'd, the chiefs their thirſt allay; 
Then from the royal tent chey take their way; 
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Wiſs Neſtor turns on each his careful eye, 
Forbids t offend, inſtructs them to apply: 
Much he advis'd them all, Ulyſſes moſt, 235 
To deprecate the chief, and ſave rhe hoſt. 
Through the ſtill night they march, and hear the roar 
Of murmuring billows on the ſounding more. 
To Neptune, ruler of the ſeas profound, 
Whoſe liquid arms the mighty globe ſurround, 240 
They pour forth vows, their embaſſy to bleſs, * 
"And calm the rage of ſtern ZEacides. 


And now, arriv'd, where, on the ſan 


Pleas'd with the ſolemn harp's harmonious ſound 

(The well-wrought harp frbm conquer'd Thebæ came, 

Of poliſh'd ſilver was its coſtly frame): 

With this he ſoothes his angry ſoul, and fin : 

Th np deeds of heroes and of kings. (250 

Patroclus only of the royal train, 

Plac'd in his tent, attends the lofty ſtrain: 

Full oppoſite he ſat, and liſten'd long, 

In ſilence waiting till he ceas'd the Jong. 

Unſeen the Grecian embaſſy proceels 255 

To his high tent; the great Ulyſſes leads. 

Achilles ſtarting, as the chiefs he ſpy'd, 

Leap'd from his ſeat, and laid the harp aſide, 

© With like ſurprize aroſe Mencetius* ſon; _ 

Pelides graſp'd their hayds, and thus begun. 260 
Princes, all hail ! whatever brought you here, 

Or ſtrong neceſſity, or urgent fear ; F 
Yor. I, T 6.7 Welcome, 
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Welcome, though Greeks ! for not as foes ye came; 

To me more dear than all that bear the name. ; 
With that, the chiefs beneath his roof he led, 265 

And plac'd in ſeats with purpie carpets ſpread. 

Then thus---Patroclus, crown a larger bowl, 

Mix purer wine, and open every ſoul. 

Of all the warriours yonder hoſt can ſend, 

Thy friend moſt honours theſe, and theſe thy friend, 

He ſaid ; Patroclus o'er the blazing fire, 

Heaps in a brazen vaſe three chines entire : : 
The brazen vaſe Automedon ſuſtains, | 
Which fleſh of porket, ſheep, and goat contains: 

Achit$ at the genial feaſt preſides, 275) 
The parts transfixes, and with ſkill Mdides. | 
Meanwhile Patroclus ſweats the fire to raiſe ; 

The tent is brighten'd with the riſing blaze: 

Then, when the languid flames at length ſublifle, 

He ftrows a bed of glowing embers wide, 280 
Above the coals the ſmoaking fragments turns, 

And ſprinkles ſacred ſalt from lifted urns ; 

With bread the glittering caniſters they load, 

Which round the board Mencetius* ſon beſtow'd ; 
Himſelf, oppos'd t' Ulyſſes full in fight, 285 
Fach portion parts, and orders every rite. 

The firſt fat offerings, to th* immortals due, 

Amidſt the greedy flames Patroclus threw z 

- Then each, indulging in the ſocial feaſt, 

His thirſt and hunger ſoberly repreſt. 290 
That done, to Phœnix Ajax gave the ſign ; 3 
Not unperceiv'd ; Viyſles crown'd with wine 
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The foaming bowl, and inſtant thus began, 
His ſpeech addreſſing to the God-like man. . 
Health to Achilles ! happy are thy gueſts ! 295 
Not thoſe more honour'd whom Atrides feaſts : ; 
Though generous plenty crown thy loaded boards, 
That Agamemnon's regal tent affords ; 
But greater cares fit heavy on our ſouls, 
Not cas'd by banquets or by flowing bowls. 300 
What ſcenes of ſlaughter in yon fields appear! 
The dead we mourn, and for the living fear; 
Greece on the brink of fate all doubtful ſtands, 
And owns no help but from thy ſaving hands : 
Troy and her aids for ready vengeance call ; 305 
Their threatening tents already ſhade our wall: 
Hear how with ſhouts their conqueſt they proclaim, 
And point at every ſhip their vengeful flame ! 
Tor them the Father of the Gods declares, 


Theirs are his omens, and his thunder theirs. 370 
See, full of Jove, avenging Hector riſe ! 

e heaven and earth the raging chief defies ; 
What fury in his breaſt, what lightning in his eyes! 


He waits but for the morn, to fink in flame 
The ſhips, the Greeks, and all the Grecian name. 31 5 
Heavens! how my country's woes di my mind, 
Leſt fate accompliſh all his rage deſign” d. 
And muſt we, Gods ! our heads inglorious lay 
In Trojan duſt, and this the fatal day ? | 
Return, Achilles } ob return, though late, 320 
To ſave thy Greeks, and ſtop the courſe of fate; 
1 that heart or grief ar courage lies, 

i to redeem; ah yet, to conquer, riſe} 
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The day may come, when, all our warriours ſlain, 
That heart ſhall melt, that courage riſe in vain. 4325 
Regard in time, O prince divinely brave ! 


| Thoſe wholeſome counſels which thy father gave. 


When Peleus in his aged arms embrac'd ». 

His parting ſon, theſe accents were his laſt. 

My child! with ſtrength, with glory and ſucceſs, 330 

Thy arms may Juno and Minerva bleſs ! 

Truſt that to heaven: but thou, thy cares engage 

To calm thy paſſions, and ſubdue thy rage: 

From gentler manners let thy glory grow, 

And ſhun contention, the ſure ſource of woe; 335 

That young and old may in thy praiſe combine, 

The. virtues of humanity be thine—— 

This, now deſpis'd, advice thy father gave; 

Ah! check thy anger, and be truly brave. 

If thou wilt yield to great Atrides' prayers, 340 

Gifts worthy thee his royal hand prepares ; 

Tf not—but hear me, while I uber o'er 

The profer'd preſents, an exhauſtleſs ſtore. 

Ten weighty talents of the pureſt gold, 

And twice ten vaſes of refulgent mould ; 345 

Seven ſacred tripods, whoſe unſully'd frame 

Yet knows no office, nor has felt the flame: 

Twelve ſteeds unmatch'd in fleetneſs and in force, 

And ftil victorious in the duſty courſe 

(Rich were the man, whoſe ample ſtores exceed 3 50 

The prizes purchas'd by their winged ſpeed). 

Seven lovely captives of the Leſbian line, 

Skill'd in each art, unmatch'd in form divine; 2 
IM \ | The 
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The fame he choſe for more than vulgar charms, 
When Leſbos ſunk beneath thy conquering arms. 355 
All theſe, to buy thy friendſhip, ſhall be paid, 

And join'd with theſe the long-conteſted maid ; 

With all her charms, Briſeis he'll reſign, 

And ſolemn ſwear thoſe charms were only thine ; 
Untouch'd ſhe ſtay'd, uninjur'd ſhe removes, 360 
Pure from his arms, and guiltleſs of his loves. 

Theſe inſtant ſhall be thine; and if the powers 

Give to our arms proud Ilion's hoſtile towers, 
Thea ſhalt thou ſtore (when Greece the ſpoil divides) 
With gold and braſs thy loaded navy's ſides. 365 
Beſides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 

With copious love ſhall crown thy warm embrace; 
Such as thyſelf ſhalt chuſe; who yield to none, 

Or yield to Helen's heavenly charms alone. 

Vet hear me farther; when our wars are o'er, 370 
If ſafe we land on Argos fruitful ſhore, _ 

There ſhalt thou live his ſon, his honours ſhare, 


And with Oreſftes* ſelf divide his care. » 

Yet more—three daughters in his court are bred, 

And each well worthy of a royal bed ; 375 
Laodice and Iphigenia fair, 


And bright Chryſothemis with golden hair; 

Her ſnalt thou wed whom moſt thy eyes approve, 
He aſks no preſents, no reward for love: 
Himſelf will give the dower; fo vaſt a ſtore, 2380 
As never father gave a child before. 
Seven ample cities ſhall confeſs thy ſway, 
Thee Enoph and Pheræ thee obey, 
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1 wrets crown'd, 
Aud facred Pedaſus, for vines renown'd : 375 
Apex fair, the paſtures Hira yields, | | 
And rich Anthela with her flowery fields: 

The whole extent to Pylos* fandy plain 

Along the verdant margin of the main. 

There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil; © 390 
Bold are the men, and generous is the foil. 

There ſhalt thou reign with power and e crown 'd, 
And rule the tributary realms around. 

Such are the proffers which this day we "I | 
Such the repentance of a ſuppliant King. 395 
But if all this velentlefs thou diſdain, 

If honour, and if intereſt plead in vain 

Yet ſome redreſs to ſuppliant Greece afford, 

And be, amongſt her guardian Gods, ador'd. 

If no regard thy ſuffering country” claim, 400 
Hear thy own glory, and the voice of fame | 

For now that chief, whoſe unreſiſted ire 

Made nations tremble, and whole hoſts retire, 

Proud Hector, now, th' unequal fight demands, 
And only triumphs to deſerve thy hands. 

Then thus the Goddeſs-born. Ulyſſes, hear — 

A fuithful ſpeech, that knows: nor art, nor fear; 

What in my fecret foul is underſtood, 

My tongue ſhall utter, and my deeds make good. 
Vet Greece then know, my purpoſe I retain: 410 
Nor with new treaties vex my peace in vain. 
Who dares think one thing, and another tell, 
My heart deteſts him as the gates of hell. 
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Then thus in ſhort my fixt reſolves attend, | 
Which nor Atrides, nor his Greeks can bend; 415 
Long toils, long perils, in their cauſe I bore, 
But now th' untruitful glories charm no more. 
Fight or not fight, aHke reward we claim, 
The wretch and nero fu their prize the ſame; 
Alike regretted in the duſt he lies, 420 
Who yields ignobly, or who bravely dies. 
Of all my dangers, all my glorious pains, 
A life of labours, lo! what fruit remains? 
As the bold bird her helpleſs young attends, 
From danger guards them; and from want defends j 
In ſearch of prey ſhe wings the ſpacious air, 
And with th“ untaſted food ſupplies her care: 
For thanklefs' Greece tuck hardſhips have KEbrav'd, 
Her wives, her infants, by my labours ſ&v'd;. _ 
Long ſleepleſs nights in heavy arms I ſtood, 430 
And ſweat laborious days in duſt and blood. 
I ſackid twelve ample cities on the main, 
And twelve lay ſmoaking on the Trojan plain: 
Then at Atrides' haughty feet were laid 
The wealth I gather'd, and the ſpoils I made. 435 
Your mighty monarch theſe in peace poſſeſt; 
dome few my ſoldiers Had, himſelf the reſt. 
Some preſent too to every prince was paid ; . 
And every prince enjoys the gift he made; 
I only maſt refund, of all his train; 440 * 
See what preheminence our merits gain! 
My ſpoil alone his greedy foul delights : 
My ſpouſe alone muſt __ luſtful nights: 


r 


280 POPE'S HOMER. 


The woman, let him (as he may) enjoy; 

But what 's the quarrel then of Greece to Troy? 445 

What to theſe ſhores th aſſembled nations drabvs, 

What calls for vengeance but a woman's cauſe? - 

Are fair endowments and a beauteous face 

Belov'd by none but thoſe of Atreus' race? 

The wife whom choice and. paſſion both approve, 450 

Sure every wiſe and worthy.,man will love. 

Nor did my fair-one leſs diſtinction claim; 
Slave as ſhe was, my ſoul ador'd the dame, 

Wrong'd in my. love, all proffers I diſdain ; 

Deceiv'd for once, I truſt not kings again. 435 

Ye have my anſwer—what remains to do, "oi 6 
Your king, Ulyſſes, may conſult with you. 

What needs he the defence this arm can make? 

Has he not walls no human force can ſhake ? 

«Has he not fenc'd his guarded navy round, 46⁰ 
With piles, 2 ramparts, and a trench profound? 
And will nof theſe (the wonders he has done) 

Repel he rage of Priam's ſingle ſon ? 

There was a time ('twas when for, Greece I fought) 

When Hector's proweſs no fuch wonders wrought ; 
He kept the verge of Troy, nor dar'd to wait 

Achilles' fury at the, Scæan gate; Weed 
He try'd it once, and ſcarce was ſay'd by F Fate. J 
But now thoſe ancient enmities are o'er ; ; 

Jo- morrow we the favouring Gods implore, 

Then ſhall you ſee our parting veſſels . 470 

And hear with oars the Helleſpont reſound. 

The third day hence, ſhall Pthia greet our ſails, 

If mighty Neptune ſend propitious gales; 
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Pthia.to her Achilles ſhall reſtore | 475 
The wealth he left for this deteſted ſhore : 
Thither.the ſpoils of this long war ſhall paſs, 
The ruddy gold, the ſteel, and ſhining braſs; 
My beauteous captives thither I'll convey, 
And all that reſts of my unraviſh'd prey. 480 
One only valued gift your tyrant gave, 
And that reſum'd, the fair Lyrneſſian ſlave. 
Then tell him, loud, that all the Greeks may hear, 
And learn to ſcorn the wretch they baſely fear; 
(For, arm'd in impudence, mank ind he braves, 48 
And meditates new cheats on all his ſlaves; z 
Though ſhameleſs as he is, to face theſe eyes 
Is what he dares not ; if he dares, he dies) 
Tell him, all terms, all commerce I decline, 
Nor ſhare his council, nor his battle join; 490 
For once deceiv'd, was his; but twice, were mine. 
No let the ſtupid prince, whom Jove deprives 
Of ſenſe and juſtice, run where frenzy drives; 
His gifts are hateful: kings of ſuch a kind 
Stand but as flaves before a noble mind. 495 
Not though he profer'd all himſelf poſſeſt, 
And all his rapine could from others wreſt ; 
Not all the golden tides of wealth that crown 
The many-peopled Orchomenian town; 
Not all proud Thebes' unrival'd walls contain, 300 
The world's great empreſs on th' Egyptian plain, 
(That ſpreads her conqueſts o'er a thouſand ftates, 
And pours her heroes through a hundred( gates; 
Iwo hundred horſemen, and two hundred cars 
From each wide portal iſſuing to the wars) For 
a Y Though 
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Though bribes were heap'd on bribes, in number more 
Than duſt in fields, or ſands along the ſhore; : 
Should all theſe offers for my friendſhip call; 

"Tis he that offers, and I ſcorn them all. 

Atrides* daughter never hall be led 50 
(An ill- match'd conſort) to Achilles“ bed; 

Like golden Venus though ſhe cham'd the , 
And vy'd with Pallas in the works of art. 

Some greater Greek let thoſe high nuptials grace, 

J hate alliance with a tyrant's race. 515 


If heaven reſtore me to my reaims with life, 


The reverend Peleus ſhall elect my wife. 


Theſſalian nymphs there are, of form divine, 


And kings that ſue to mix their blood with mine, 
Bleſt in kind love, my years ſhall glide . 


Ooatent with juſt hereditary ſway ; 


There, deaf for ever to the martial ſtrife, i 
Enjoy the dear prerogative of life. | 

Life is not to be bought with heaps of gold; 

Not all Apollo's Pythian treafures hold, 5235 


Ox Troy once held, in peace and pride of ſway, 


Can bribe the poor poſſeſſton of a day 

Loft herds and treafures, we by arms regain, 
And ſteeds unrival'd on the duſty plain: 

But from our lips the vital ſpirit fled, . | 539 


Returns no more to wake the filent dead. 


My fates long ſince by Thetis were diſclos'd, 
And each alternate, life or fame propos d; 
Here, if I ftay, before the Trojan town, 
Short is my date, but deathlefs my renown 4 535 
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Tf J return, I quit immortal praiſe * 
For years on years, and long- extended days. . 
Convinc'd, though late, I find my fond miſtake, 
And warn the Greeks the wiſer choice to make: 
To quit theſe ſhores, their native ſeats enjoy, 840 
Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. 
Jove's arm diſplay'd aſſerts her from the ſkies ; 
Her hearts are ſtrengthen'd, and her glories riſe. 
Go then, to Greece report our fix*d deſign; 
Bid all your counſels, all your armies join, 5455 
Let all your forces, all your arts conſpire, 
To ſave the ſhips, the troops, the chiefs from fire. 
One ſtratagem has fail, and others will: 
Ve find, Achilles iscccοnquer'd till, 
th Ege 2s yer mae 350 

| 


"Go then---digeft my 1 

Hut here this-ntght let reverenq Phoenix: ſtay : - 

His tedious toils and hoary bfars demand 

A peaceful death in Pthia's fendly land. 

But whether he remain, or fail with me, 

His age be ſacred, and his will be- free. 5385 
The ſon of Peleus ceas'd': the chiefs around ; 

In ſilence wrapt, in conſternation drown'd, 

Artend the ſtern reply. Then Pheœnix roſe; 

(Down his*white beard a ſtream of ſorrow flows) 

And white the fate of ſuffering Greece. he mourn'd, . 

With accent weak theſe tender words return'd. 
Divine Achilles! wilt thou then retire, 

And leave our hoſts in blood, our fleets on fire? 

If wrath ſo dreadful fill thy ruthlefs mind, 

How ſhall thy friend, thy Phoenix, ftay behind? 
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The royal Peleus, when from Pthia's coaſt 

He ſent thee early to th' Achaian hoſt ; 

Thy youth as then in ſage debates unſkill'd, 

And new to perils of the direful field : 
He bade me teach thee all the ways of war; 570 
To ſhine in councils, and in camps to dare, 

Never, ah never let me leave thy fide ! 

No time ſhall part us, and no fate divide. 

Not though the God, that breath'd my life, reſtore 


The bloom I boaſted, and the port I bore, 575 


When Greece of old beheld my youthful flames, 


(Delightful Greece, the land of lovely dames ) 
My father, faithleſs to my mother's arms, 


Old as he was, ador'd a ſtranger's charms. 

6 try d what youth could do (at her deſire) 380 
To win the damſel, and prevent my fire, 

_ My fire with curſes loads my hated head, 

And cries, © Ye furies ! barren be his bed.“ 
Infernal Jove, the vengeful fiends below, 


And ruthleſs Proſerpine confirm'd his vow. 883 
© Deſpair and grief diſtract my labouring mind! 


Gods ! what a crime my impious heart deſign di 

I thought (but ſome kind God that thought ſuppreſt) 
To plunge the poniard in my father's breaſt : 

Then meditate my flight; my friends in vain 590 
With prayers entreat me, and with force detain. 

On fat of rams, black bulls, and brawny ſwine, 
They daily feaſt, with draughts of fragrant wine: 


Strong guards they plac'd, and watch'd nine nights 
entire ; 


The 
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The tenth, I forc'd the gates unſeen of all; 
And favour'd by the night o'erleap'd the wall. 
My travels thence through ſpacious Greece extend ; 
In Pthia's court at laſt my labours end. 
Your fire receiv'd me, as his ſon care od, 600 

With gifts enrich'd, and with poſſeſſions bleſs'd. 
The ſtrong Dolopians thenceforth own'd my reign, 
And all the coaſt that runs along the main. 
By love to thee his bounties I repaid, 
And early wiſdom to thy ſoul convey' d: 60 5 
Great as thou art, my leſſons made thee brave, 
A child I took thee, but a hero gave. 
Thy infant breaſt a like affection ſhow'd ; 
Still in my arms (an ever-pleaſing load), 
Or at my knee, by Phoenix wouldſt thou ſtand; 620 
No food was grateful but from Phoenix* hand. 
I paſs my watchings o'er thy helpleſs years, 
The tender labours, the compliant cares; 
The Gods (I thought) revers'd their hard decree, 
And Phoenix felt a father's joys in thee : 615 
Thy growing virtues juſtify d my cares, 
And promis'd comfort to my filver hairs. 
Now be thy rage, thy fatal rage, reſign'd; 
A cruel heart ill ſuits a manly mind: 
The Gods (the only great, *and only wiſe) 629 
Are mov'd by offerings, vows, and ſacrifice ; 
Offending man their high compaſſion wins, 
And daily prayers atone for daily ſins. , + 
Prayers are Jove's daughters, of celeſtial race, 7 
Lame are their feet, and wrinkled is their face 30 625 
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With humble mien and with dejected eyes, 

Conſtant they follow, where Injuſtice flies: 

-Injuftice ſwift, erect, and unconfin d, 

Sweeps the wide earth, and tramples o'er mankind, 
While prayers, ta heal her wrongs, move flow behind, 
Who hears theſe daughters of almighty Jove, 

For him they mediate to the throne above: 

When man rejects the humble ſuit they make, 

The ſire revenges for the daughter's ſake; 

From Jove commiſſion'd, fierce Injuſtice then, ; 635 

Deſcends, to puniſh unrelenting men. 

Oh let not headlong paſſion bear the ſway ; 

[Theſe reconcihng Goddeſſes obey : 

Due honours to the ſeed of Jove belong; 

Due honours calm the fierce, and bend the ſtrong. 64 
Were theſe not paid thee by the terms we bring, 
Were rage ftill harbour'd in the haughty king; 

Nor Greece, nor all her fortunes, ſhould engage 
Thy friend to plead againſt fo juſt a rage. 

But ſince what honour aſks, the general ſends, 645 

And ſends by thoſe whom moſt thy heart commends, 
The beſt and nobleſt of the Grecian train; 

Permit not theſe to ſue, and ſue in vain 
Let me (my ſon) an ancient fact unfold, 

A great example drawn from times of old; 650 
Hear what our fathers were, and what their praiſe, 
Who conquer'd their revenge in former days. 

Where Calydon on rocky mountains ſtands; \ 

Once fought th* Ætolian and Curetian bands; 

To ghard it thoſe, to conquer theſe adyance; 655 

And mutual deaths were dealt with mutual chance, 

\ „ 
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The ſilver Cyuthia bade Contention riſe, 
In yengeance of neglected ſacrifice ; 
On Oeneus* fields the ſent a monſtrous boar, 


That level'd harveſts, and whole foreſts tore: 660 


This beaſt (when many a chief his, tuſks had ſlain) | 
Great Meleager ſtretch'd along the plain. 

Then, for his ſpoils, a new debate aroſe, 

The neighbour nations thence commencing foes, 


| Strong as they were, the bold. Curetes fail'd, 665 £ 


_ While Meleager's thundering arm prevail'd : 
Till rage at length inflam'd his lofty breaſt, 
(For rage invades the wiſeſt and the beſt.) 
Curs'd by Althæa, to his wrath he yields, 


And in his wife's embrace forgets the fields. 670 


(She from Marpeſſa ſprung, divinely fair, 
And matchleſs Idas, more than man in war; 
The God of day ador'd the mother's charms z 
60 Againſt the God the father bent his arms: 


% Th afflicted pair, their ſorrows to proclaim, 675 


From Cleopatra chang'd this daughter's Name, 
And call'd Alcyone ; a name. to ſhow 


The. father's grief, the mourning mother's woe.“ 


To her the chief retir'd from ſtern debate, 


But found no peace from fierce Althæa's hate: 689 


Althæa's hate, th' unhappy warriour drew, 
Whoſe luckleſs hand his royal uncle flew; 


She beat the ground, and call'd the powers beneath 


On her own ſon to wreak her brother's death : 


Hell heard her curſes from the realms profound, 685 


And the red fiends that walk the nightly round, 


In 
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In vain Ztolia her deliverer waits, 
War ſhakes her walls, and thunders at her gates. 
She ſent ambaſſadors, a choſen band, 
Prieſts of the Gods, and elders of the land; 690 
Beſought the chief to ſave the ſinking ſtate : 
Their prayers were urgent, and their proffers great : 
(Full fifty acres of the richeſt ground, 
Half paſture green, and half with vineyards crown'd.) 
His ſuppliant father, aged Oeneus, came; 695 
His ſiſters follow'd; ev'n the vengeful dame, 
Althza ſues ; his friends before him fall: 
He ſtands relentleſs, and rejects them all. 
Mean while the victor's ſhouts aſcend the ſkies ; 
The walls are ſcal'd ; the rolling flames ariſe; #500 
At length his wife (a form divine) appears, 
With piercing cries, and ſupplicating tears; 
She paints the horrours of a conquer'd town, 
The heroes ſlain, the palaces o'erthrown, 
The matrons raviſh'd, the whole race enſlay'd: 705 
The warriour heard, he vanquiſh'd, and he ſav'd. 
Th' Ztolians, long diſdain'd, now took their turn, 
And left the chief their broken faith to mourn. 

Learn hence, betiines to curb pernicious ire, 
Nor ſtay, till yonder fleets aſcend in fire : 710 
Accept the preſents ; draw thy conquering ſword ; 
And be amongſt our guardian.Gods ador'd. 

Thus he : the ſtern Achilles thus reply'd. 
My ſecond father, and my reverend guide: 
Thy friend, believe me, no ſuch gifts demands, 7175 
And aſks no honours from a mortal's hands: 

| / Jove 
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Jove honours me, and favours my deſigns; + 
His pleaſure guides me, and his will confines : 
And here I ſtay, (if ſuch his high beheſt) 
While life's warm ſpirit beats within my breaſt, 920 
„ Yet hear one word, and lodge it in thy heart; 
No more moleſt me on Atrides' part: 
Is it for him theſe tears are taught to flow, 
For him theſe ſorrows ? for my mortal foe ? 
A generous friendſhip no cold medium knows, 725 
Burns with one love, with one reſentment glows ; 
One ſhould our intereſts, and our paſſions be; 
My friend muſt hate the man that that injures me. 
Do this, my Phcenix, tis a generous part ; 
And ſhare my realms, my honours, and my heart. 
Let theſe return : our voyage, or our ſtay, 
Reſt undetermin'd till the dawning day. 
He ceas d: then order'd for the ſage's bed 
A warmer couch with numerous carpets ſpread. 
With that, ſtern Ajax his long ſilence byoke, 735 
And thus, impatient, to Ulyſles ſpoke. 
Hence let us go---why waſte we time in van ? 
See what effect our low ſubmiſſions gain 
Lik'd or not lik'd, his words we muſt relate, | 
The Greeks expect them, and our heroes wait, 740 
Proud ag he is, that iron-heart retains nit: 
Its ſtubborn purpoſe, and his friends diſdains. 
Stern,, and unpitying | if a brother bleed, 
On juſt atonement, we remit the deed ; 
A ſire the laughter of his ſon forgives ; 745 
The price of blood diſcharg'd, the murderer lives : 
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The haughtieſt hearts at length their rage reſign, 
And gifts can conquer every ſoul but thine. 

The Gods that unrelenting breaſt have ſtcel'd, 

And curs'd thee with a mind that cannot yield. 7 50 
One woman- ſlave was raviſnh'd from thy arms: 

Lo, ſeven are offer d, and of equal charms, 

Then hear, Achilles“! he of better mind; 

Revere thy roof, and to thy gueſts be kind; 

And know the men, of all the Grecian hoſt, 7355 
Who honour worth, and prize thy valour moſt, 
Ol ſoul of battles, and thy people's guide 

(To Ajax thus the firſt of Greeks reply d) 

Well haſt thou ſpoke ; but at the ftyrant's name 

My rage rekindles, and my ſoul 's on flame: 760 . 

Tis juſt reſentment, and becomes the brave; 

Diſgrac'd, diſhonour' d, like the vileſt flave ! 

Return then, heroes ! and our anſwer bcar. | 

The glorious combat is no more my care; - 

Not till, amidſt yon ſinking navy ſlain, 765 

The blood of Greeks ſhall dye the ſable main; 

Not till, the flames, by Hector's fury thrown. 

Conſume your veſſels, and approach my own 

Juſt there, th' impetuous homicide ſhall ſtand, 

There ccaſe his battle, and there feel our hand. 770 
This faid, each, prince a double goblet crown'd, 

And caſt a large libation- on the ground; 

Then to their veſſels, through the gloomy egi 

The chiefs return; divine Ulyſſes leads. 

Meantime Achilles ſlaves prepar' d a bed, 773 

With fleeces, carpets, and ſoft linen ſpread: | 

- There, 
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There, till the ſacred morn reſtor'd the day, 
In flumbers ſweet the reverend Phenix lay, 
Hut in his inner tent, an ampler ſpace, ; 
Achilles ſlept; and in his warm embrace 780 g 
Fair Diomede of the Leſbian race. 
Laſt, for Patroclus was the couch prepar d, 
Whoſe nightly joys the beauteous Iphis ſhar'd ; 


Achilles to his friend OT charms, 
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When Scyros fell before his xgnquering arms. 785 
And now thi elected chiefs, Whom Greece had ſent, 
| Paſs'd through the hoſts, and reach'd the royal tent. 
Then riſing all, with goblets in their hands, 
The peers, and leaders of th' Achaian bands 
Hail'd their return: Atrides firſt begun. 790 
Say what ſucceſs ? divine Laertes* ſon! | 
Achilles' high reſolves declare to all; 
Returns the chief, or muſt our navy fall? 
Great king of nations! (Ithacus reply'd) 
Fix'd is his wrath, unconquer'd. is his pride; 795 
He flights thy friendſhip, thy propoſals ſcorns, 
And, thus implor'd, with fiercer fury burns. 
To fave our army, and our fleets to free, 
Is not his care; but left to Greece and thee, 
Your eyes ſhall view, when morning paints the ſky,. 
Beneath his oars the whitening billows fly, 
Us too he bids our oars and ſails employ, 
Nor hope the fall of heaven protected Troy; 
For Tove o'erſhades her with his arm divine, 
Inſpires her war, and bids her glory ſhine. 805 
Such was his word: what farther he declar'd,. 
Theſe ſacred heralds and great Ajax heard. 
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But Phcenix in his tent the chief retains, 2 
Safe to tranſport him to his native plains, 1 
When morning dawns : if other he decree, $19, 
His age is ſacred, and his choice is free. | 
Ulyſſes ceas'd : the great Achaian hoſt, 
With ſorrow ſeiz d, in conſternation loſt, 
Attend the ſtern reply. Tydides broke 
The general filence, and undaunted ſpoke. 215 
Why ſhould we gifts to proud Achilles ſend ? 
Or ſtrive with prayers his haughty ſoul to bend? 
His country's woes he glories to deride, Th | 
And prayers will burſt that ſwelling heart with 1 
Be the fierce impulſe of his rage obey d; 
Our battles let him, or deſert, or aid; 
Then let him arm when Jove or he think fit; 
That, to his madneſs, or to heaven commit: 
What for ourſelves we can, is always ours; 
This night, let due repaſt refreſh our powers; 825 
(For ſtrength conſiſts in ſpirits and in blood, 
And thoſe are od to generous wine and food) 
But when the roſy meſſenger. of day 
Strikes the blue mountains with her golden ray, 
Rang'd at the ſhips, let all our ſquadrons ſhine, 830 
In flaming arms, a long extended line : | 
In the dread front let great Atrides ſtand, 
The firſt in danger, as in high command. 
Shouts of acclaim the liſtening heroes raiſe, 
Then each to heaven the due libations pays; 835 
Till fleep, deſcending o'er the tents, beſtows 
The gratcful bleſſings of delir'd repoſe, 


THE 


THE 


ww ry vv 


B O OR 


— 
2 
2 
— 


OF THE 


@ 


- = a N ä 
— 23 1 9 r 13 89 — 
—4 a . = — 2 * . - 
_ — * 
x * — ma * y — — 4 — * . Chiba 4 5 
— , — * . 9 ” 28 » F . * py 14 
_ * FF = re . 7 * - = . 
a _ 389 IR * - — — YT N 8 


— 


* — 4 4 
be N — — 
2 — 
* 


THE AR GUM E N T. 


The Night Adventure of Diomed and Ulyſſes. 


UpoN the refuſal of Achilles to return to the army, 
the diſtreſs of Agamemnon is deſcribed in the moſt 
lively manner. He takes no reſt that night, but 

aſſes through the camp, awaking the leaders, and 
Haviring all poſſible methods for the public ſafety. 
Menelaus, Nettor, Ulyfles, and Diomed, are em- 
ployed in raiſing the reſt of the captains. They call 
a council of war, and determine to ſend ſcouts into 
the enemy's camp, to learn their poſture, and diſco- 
ver their intentions. Diomed undertakes this ha- 
zardous enterprize, and makes choice of Ulyſſes for 
lys companion. In their paſlage they ſurpriſe Dolon, 
whom Hector had ſent on a like deſign to the camp 
of the Grecians. From him they are informed of 
the ſituation of the Trojan and auxiliary forces, and 
particularly of Rheſus, and the Thracians who were 
lately arrived. They paſs on with ſucceſs; kill 
Rheſus, with ſeveral of his officers, and ſeize the 
famous horſes of that prince, with which they return 
in triumph to the camp. | 


The ſame night continues; the ſcene lies in the 
two camps. 


THE 


1 „ 4-4 


OMA KL 


A LL night the chiefs before their veſſels lay, 
And loſt in ſleep the labours of the day: 


All but the king ; with various thoughts oppreſt, 


„His country's cares lay rolling i in his breaſt. 

As when, by lightnings, Jove” s ætherial power 
Foretells the rattling hail, or weighty ſhower, 
Or ſends ſoft ſnows to whiter all the ſhore, 

Or bids the brazen throat of war to roar; 

By fits one flaſh ſucceeds as one expires, 

And heaven flames thick with momentary. fires, 
So burſting frequent from Atrides' breaſt, 
Sighs following ſighs his inward fears confeſt. 
Now o'er the fields, dejected, he furveys 

From thouſand Trojan fires-the mounting blaze; 
Hears in the paſſing wind their muſick blow, 
And marks diſtin&t the voices of the foe. | 
Now looking backwards to the fleet and coaſt, : 
Anxious he ſorrows for th' endanger'd hoſt. 
He rends his hairs in ſacrifice to Jove, 

And ſues to him that-ever lives above: 

Inly he groans; while glory and deſpair 

Divide his heart, and wage a doubtful war. 
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A thouſand cares his labouring breaſt revolves ; 

To ſeek ſage Neſtor now the chief reſolves, 

With him, in wholeſome counſels, to debate 25 
What yet remains to ſave th afflicted ſtate. 

He roſe, and firſt he caſt his mantle round, 

Next on his feet the ſhining ſandals bound; 

A lion's yellow ſpoils his back conceal'd ; 

His warlike hand a pointed javelin held. 39 
Mean while his brother, preſt with equal woes, 
Alike-deny'd the gifts of ſoft repoſe, & 

Laments for Greece ; that in his cauſe before 

So much had ſuffer' d, and muſt ſuffer more. | 
A leopard's ſpotted hide his ſhoulders ſpread; 33 
A brazen. helmet glitter'd on his head : | 
Thu (with a javelin in. his hand) he went 

To wake Atrides in the royal tent. 

Already wak'd, Atrides he deſcry' d, 

His armour buckling at his veſſel's ſide. 40 
Joyful they met; the Spartan thus begun: 

Why puts my brother his bright armour on? 

Sends he ſome {py, amidſt theſe filent hours, 

To try yon camp, and watch the Trojan powers ? 
But ſay; what hero ſhall ſuſtain that taſk, | 
Such bold exploits uncommon. courage aſk ; 45 
Guideleſs, alone, through night's dark ſhade to go, 
And *mydit a hoſtile camp explore the foe. 

To whom the king. In ſuch diſtreſs we ſtand, 

No vulgar counſels our affairs demand; 50 
Greece to preſerve, is now no eaſy part, 
But aſky high wiſdom, deep deſign, and art. 


For 
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For Jove"averſe our humble prayer denies, 

And bows his head to Hector's ſacrifice. 

What eye has witneſs'd, or what ear believ'd, 

In one great day, by one great arm atchiev'd, 

Such wondrous deeds as Hector's hand has done, 

And we beheld, the laſt revolving ſun 

What honours the belov'd of Jove adorn ! 

Sprung from no God, and of no Goddeſs born, 

Yet ſuch his acts, as Greeks unborn ſhall tell, 

And cutſe the battle where their fathers. fell. 
Now ſpeed thy haſty courſe along the fleet, 


There call great Ajax, andthe prince of — ; 


Ourſelf to hoary Neſtor will repair; 
To keep the guards on duty, be his care; 


(For Neſtor's influence beſt that quarter guides, | 


Whoſe ſon with Merion o'er the watch, preſides.) 
To whom the Spartan: Theſe thy orders borne, 


Say ſhall I ſtay, or with diſpatch return ? | 


There ſhalt thou ſtay, (the king of men reply'd) 

Elſe may we miſs to meet, without a guide, 

The paths ſo many, and the camp ſo wide. 

Still, with your voice, the ſlothful ſoldiers raiſe, 

Urge, by their father's fame, their future praiſe, 

Forget we now our ſtate and lofty birth ; 

Not titles here, but works muſt prove our worth. 

To labour is the lot of man below ; 

And when Jove gave us life, he gave us woe. 
This ſaid, each parted to his ſeveral cares; 

The king to Neſtor's ſable ſhip repairs ; 

he ſage protector of the Greeks he found 

Stretch'd in his bed with all his arms around ; 
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The various-colour'd ſcarf, the ſhield he rears, 

The ſhining helmet, and the pointed ſpears : 85 

The dreadful weapons of the warriour's rage, 

That, old in arms, diſdain'd the peace of age. 

Then leaning on his hand his watchful head, 

The hoary monarch rais'd his eyes, and ſaid, 

What art thou, ſpeak, that on deſigns unknown, go 

While others ſleep, thus range the camp Vone; ; 

'Seek*ft thou ſome friend, or nightly centinel ? 

Stand off, approach not, but thy purpoſe tell. 

O ſon of Neleus (thus the king rejoin'd) 

Pride of the Greeks, and glory of thy kind'! 95 

Lo here the wretched Agamemnon ſtands, 

Th' unhappy general of the Grecian bands; 

Whom Jove decrees with daily cares to bend, 

And woes, that only with his life ſhall enfl! 

'Scaf® can my knees theſe trembling limbs ſuſtzin, 100 

And ſcarce my heart ſupport its load of pain. 

No taſte of ſleep theſe heavy eyes have known; 

"Confus'd, and ſad, I wander thus alone, 

With fears diſtracted, with no fix'd deſign ; 

And all my people's miſeries are mine, 105 

If aught of uſe thy waking thoughts ſuggeſt, 

(Since cares, like mine, deprive thy ſoul of reſt) 

Impart thy counſel, and aſſiſt thy friend; 

Now let us jointly to the trench defcend, - 
At every gate the fainting guard excite, 110 

Tir'd with the toils of day and watch of night: 
Elſe may the ſudden foe our works invade, , 


3: So near, and favour'd by the gloomy ſhade, 
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To him thus Neſtor. Truſt the powers above, 
Nor think proud Hector's hopes confirm'd by Jove; 


How ill ee of vain mankind, 
And the wilt counſels of th' eternal mind? 


That great Achilles riſe and rage again, 

What toils attend thee, and what woes remain! 

Lo faithful Neſtor thy command obeys ; 

The care is next our other chiefs to raiſe : 

Ulyſſes, Diomed, we chiefly need; 

Meges for ſtrength, Otleus fam'd for ſpeed. 

Some other be diſpatch'd of nimbler feet, 7 


Audacious Hector, if the Gods ordain, | I | 
J 


To thoſe tall ſhips, remoteſt of the fleet, 

Where lye great Ajax, and the king of Crete. 

To rouſe the Spartan I myſelf decree; 

Dear as he is to us, and dear to thee, 

Yet muſt I tax his ſloth, that claims no ſhare 9 130 

With his great brother in this martial care: 

Him it behov'd to every chief to ſue, 

Preventing every part perform'd by you 

For ſtrong neceſſity our toils demands, 

Claims all our hearts, and urges all our hands. 
To whom the king: With reverence we allow 

Thy juſt rebukes, yet learn to ſpare them now, 

My generous brother is of gentle kind, 

He ſeems remiſs, but bears a valiant mind 
Through too much deference to our ſovereign ſway, 
Content to follow when we lead the way. 

But now, our ills induſtrious to prevent, 


Long ere the xeſt, he roſe, and ſought my tent. 
| The 
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The chiefs you nam'd, already at his call, 

Prepare to meet us near the navy wall ; 145 
Aſſembling there, between the trench and gates, 
Near the riight-guards, our choſen council waits. 

Then none (ſaid Neſtor) ſhall his rule withftand, 
For great examples juſtify command. 

With that the venerable warriour roſe ; 159 
The ſhining greaves his manly legs incloſe ; 
His purple mantle golden buckles join'd, 
Warm with the ſofteſt wool, and doubly lin'd. 
Then, ruſhing from his tent, he ſnatch'd in haſte 
His ſteely lance, that lighten'd as he paſt. 155 
The camp he travers'd through the fleeping croud, 
Stop'd at Ulyſſes' tent, and call d aloud. 

Ulyſſes, ſudden as the voice was ſent, 

Awakes, ſtarts up, and iſſues from his tent. 

What new diſtreſs, what ſudden cauſe of fright, 
Thus leads you wandering in the ſilent night? 

Q prudent chief ! (the Pylian ſage reply'd) 

Wiſe as thou art, be now thy wiſdom try'd : 
Whatever means of ſafety can be ſought, 

Whatever counſels can inſpire our thought, 165 
Whatever methods, or to fly or fight; 0 

All, all depend on this important night ! 

He heard, return'd, and took his painted ſhield : 
Then join'd the chiefs, and follow'd through the field. 
Without his tent, bold Diomed they found, 170 
All ſheath'd in arms, his brave companions round : 
Each ſunk in ſleep, extended on the field, 


His head reclining on his boſſy ſhield, 


A wood 
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A w6od of ſpears ſtood by, that, fixt upright, 


A bull's black hide compos'd the hero's bed ; 
A ſplendid carpet roll'd beneath his head. 
Then, with his foot, old Neſtor gently ſhake 
The ſlumbering chief, and in theſe words a 
Riſe, ſon of Tydeus ! to the brave and ſtrong 180 
Reſt ſeems inglorious, and the night too long. 
But ſleep'ſt thou now ? when from yon hill the foe 
Hangs o'er the fleet, and ſhades our walls below ? 
At this, ſoft ſlumber from his eyelids fled ; - 
The warriour ſaw the hoary chief, and ſaid, 135 
"Wondrous old man ! whoſe foul no reſpite knows, 
Though years and honours bid thee ſeek repoſe. 1 
Let younger Greeks our ſleeping warriours wake; 'q 
Ill fits thy age theſe toils to undertake. We 
My friend, (he anſwer'd) generous is thy care, 190 
Theſe toils, my ſubjefts and my ſons might bear, 1 
Their loyal thoughts and pious loyes conſpire £ 


To eaſe a ſovereign, and relieve a fire. 2 4 
But now the laſt deſpair ſurrounds our hoſt; =_ 
No hour mult paſs, no moment muſt be loſt; 195 1 


Each ſingle Greek, in this concluſive ſtrife, _ 1 4 
Stands on the ſharpeſt edge of death or life: i 
Yet, if my years thy kind regard engage, -— 
Employ thy youth as I employ my age ; 
Succeed to theſe my cares, and rouſe the reſt ; 200 
He ſerves me moſt, who ſerves his country beſt, 
This faid, the hero o'er his ſhoulders flung ] 

A lion's ſpoils, that to his ancles hung ; 

Then ſeiz'd his pondrous lance, and ſtrode along. 
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Meges the bold, with Ajax.fam'd for ſpeed, ( 20x 

The warriour rous'd, and to th* entrenchments led. 
And now the chiefs approach the'nightly guard ; 

A wakeful ſquadron, each in arms prepar'd : 

Th' unweary'd watch their liſtening leaders kcep, 

And, couching cloſe, repel invading fleep. 210 

So faithful dogs their fleecy charge maintain, 

With toil protected from the prowling train, 

When the gaunt lioneſs, with hunger bold, 

Springs from the mountains toward the guarded fold: 

Through breaking woods her ruſtling courſe they hear; 

Loud, and more loud, the clamours ſtrike their ear 

Of hounds and men; they ſtart, they gaze around, 

Watch every fide, and turn to every ſound. 

| Thus watch'd the Gregians,. cautious of ſurprize, 

* Each voice, each motion, drew their ears and eyes; 

Wo Each ſtep of paſſing feet increas'd th' affright ; 

1 And hoſtile Troy was ever full in fight. 

Neftor with joy the wakeful band ſurvey'd; 

And thus accofted through the gloomy ſhade. 

"T;5well, my ſons! your nightly cares employ; 225 

Elſe muſt our hoſt become the ſcorn of Troy. 

Watch thus, and Greece ſhall live- The hero ſaid; 

Then Oer the trench the following chieftains led. 

His ſon, and god - like Merion march'd behind, 
(For theſe the princes to their council join'd) 
4 The trenches paſt, th* afſembled kings around 

„ In ſilent ſtate the conſiſtory crown'd. 
| A. place there was yet undefil'd with gore, 
The ſpot where Hector ftop'd his rage before; 
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When night deſcending, from his vengeful hand 233. 


Repriev'd the relicks of the Greciar? band: 

(The plain beſide with mangled corpſe was ſpread,. 
And all his progreſs-mark'd by heaps of dead.) 
There ſat the mournful kings: when Neleus' ſon 


The council opening, in theſe words begun. 240 


Is there (ſaid he) a chief ſo greatly brave, 
His life to hazard, and his country fave ? 
Lives there a man, who ſingly dares- to go 
To yonder. camp, or ſeize ſome ſtraggling foe ? 


Or favour'd by the night approach ſo near, 245: 


Their ſpeech, their counſels, and deſigns to hear? 
If to beſiege our navies they prepare, 

Or Troy once more muſt be the ſeat of war? 

This could he learn, and to our peers recite, 


And paſs unharm'd the dangers of the night; 250 


What fame were his through all ſucceeding days, 


While Phoebus ſhines, or men have tongues to praiſe? 


What gifts his grateful country would beftow- ? 
What muſt not Greece to her deliverer owe ? 


A ſable ewe each leader ſhould provide, 255. 


With each a ſable lambkin by her ſide; 
At every rite his ſhare ſhould be increas'd, 
And his the foremoſt honours of the feaſt. 
Fear held them muje; alone, untaught to fear, 
Tydides baue man you ſeek, is here. 260 
Through yon bl 
Some God within commands, and I obey. 
But let ſomeWther choſen warriour join, 
To raiſe my ſtr6pes,. and ſecond my defign. 

By 


camps to bend my dangerous way, 
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By mutual confidence, and mutual aid, 2655 
Great deeds are done, and great diſcoveries made; 
The wiſe new prudence from the wiſe acquire, 
And one brave hero fans another's fire. 

Contending leaders at the word aroſe : 
Each generous breaſt with emulation glows : 270 
So brave a taſk each Ajax ſtrove to ſhare, 
Bold Merion ſtrove, and Neſtor's valiant heir 


The Spartan wiſh'd the ſecond place to gain, 


And great Ulyſſes wiſh'd, nor wiſh'd in vain. 
Then thus the king of men the conteſt ends : 275 
Thou firſt of warriours, and thou beſt of friends, 
Undaunted Diomed ! what chief to join 
In this gre** enterpriſe, is only thine. 
Juſt be thy choice, without affection made; : 
To birth, or office, no reſpect be paid; 289 
Let worth determine here. The monarch ſpake, 
And inly trembled for his brother's ſake. 

Then thus (the god-like Diomed rejoin'd) 
My choice declares the impulſe of my mind, 
How can I doubt while great Ulyſfes ſtands 285 
To lend his counſels, and aſſiſt our hands? | 
A chief, whoſe ſafety is Minerva's care 
So fam'd, ſo dreadful, in the works of war : 
Bleſt in his conduRt, I no aid require; | 
Wiſdom like his might paſs through flames of fire. 290 

It fits thee not, before theſe chiefs of fame, 
(Reply'd the ſage) to praiſe me, or to blame; 
Praiſe from a friend, or cenſure from a foe, 
Are loſt on hearers that our merits know. 


But 
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Bat let us haſte—Night rolls the hours away, 295 
The reddening Orient ſhows the coming day, 
The ftars ſhine fainter on th' ethereal plains, 

And of Night's empire but a third remains. 

Thus having ſpoke; with generous ardour preſt, 
In arms terrific their huge limbs they dreſt. 300 
A two-edg'd faulchion Thraſymed the brave, | 
And ample buckler to Tydides gave: 

„Then i in a leathern helm he cas'd his head, d 

© Short of its creſt, and with no -plume o'erfpread « 

(Such as by youths unus'd to arms are worn; 305 

No ſpoils-ennich it, and no ftuds adorn.) 

Next him Ulyſſes took a ſhining ſword, 

A bow and quiver, with bright arrows ftor'd : 

A well-prov'd caſque, with leather braces bound, 

(Thy gift, Meriones) his temples crown'd ; 310 

Soft wool within; without, in order ſpread, 

A boar's white teeth grinn'd horrid o'er his head. 
This from Amyntor, rich Ormenus' ſon, 

Autolychus by fraudful rapine won, oy 

And gave Amphidamas; from him the prize 3156 | 1 

Molus receiv'd the pledge of ſocial ties; — bo 

The helmet next by Merion was poſleſs'd, | | i 

And now Ulyſſes' thoughtful temples preſs'd. 14 

Thus ſheath'd in arms, the council they forſake, 

And dark through paths oblique their progreſs take. 

Juſt then, in ſign ſhe favour'd their intent, | 

A long-wing'd heron great Minerva ſent : 

This, though ſurrounding ſhades obſcur'd their views 

By the ſhrill clang, and whiſtling wings, they knew 
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As from the right ſhe ſoar'd, Ulyſſes pray d, 325 
Hail'd the glaid omen, and addreſs d the Maid. 

O daughter of that God, whole arm can wield 
Th' avenging bolt, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield ! 
O-thou-! for ever preſent in my way, 

Who, all my motions, all my toils ſurvey ! 339 
Safe may-we. paſs beneath the gloomy ſhade, 

Safe by thy ſuccour to our ſhips convey'd ; 

And let ſome deed this ſignal night adorn, 

To claim the tears of Trojans yet unborn. 

Then god-like Diomed prefer'd his prayer: 335 
Daughter of Jove, unconquer'd Pallas! hear. 
Great Queen of arms, whoſe favour Tydeus won, 

As thou defend'ſt the fire, defend the ſon. 

When on ZEſopus* banks the banded powers 

Of Greece he left, and ſought the Theban towers, + 
Peace was his charge ; receiv'd with peaceful hows 
He went a legate, but return'd a foe : 

Then help'd by thee, and cover'd by thy ſhield, 

He fought with numbers, and made numbers yield. 
So now be preſent, Oh celeſtial Maid! 345 
So ſtill continue to. the race thine aid ! 

A youthful ſteer ſhall fall beneath the ſtroke, 
Untam'd, unconſcious of the galling yoke, 

With ample forehead, and with ſpreading horns, 
Whoſe taper tops refulgent gold adorns, 350 

The heroes pray'd and Pallas from the ſkies; | 
Accords their vow, ſucceeds their enterprize. 

Now, /like two lions panting for the prey, 
With deathſul thoughts * trace the dreary way, 
Through 
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Through the black horrours of th" enſanguin'd plain, 
Through duſt, through blood, o'er arms and hills of 
Nor leſs bold Hector, and the ſons of Troy, [flain. 
On high deſigns the wakeful hours employ ; 
Th' afſembled peers their lofty chief inclos'd ; 
Who thus the counſels of his breaſt propos'd. 360 
What glorious man, for high attempts prepar d, 
Dares greatly venture for a rich reward? 
Of yonder fleet a bold diſcovery make, | * 
What watch they keep, and what reſolves they take ? 
If now ſubdued they meditate their flight, 365 
And ſpent with toil neglect the watch of night? 
His be the chariot that ſhall pleaſe him moſt, 
Of all the plunder of the vangquiſh'd hoſt ; 
His the fair ſteeds that all the reſt excel, : 
And his the glory to have ſerv'd ſo well. 3270 
A youth there was among the tribes of Troy, 
Dolon his name, Eumedes' only boy. 
(Five girls beſide the reverend herald told) 
Rich was the ſon in braſs, and rich in gold; 
Not bleſt by nature with the charms of face, 375. 
But ſwift of foot, and matchleſs in the race. 
Hector! (he ſaid) my courage bids me meet 
This high atchievement, and explore the fleet: 
ut firſt exalt thy ſcepter to the ſkies, * 
And ſwear to grant me the demanded prize; 380 
Th' immortal courſers, and the glittering car, . 
That bear Pelides through the ranks of war. 
Encourag'd thus, no idle ſcout I go, 
Fulfil thy wiſh, their whole intention know, 
| X 2 
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Ev'n to the royal tent purſue my way, 6622-71655 
And all their counſels, all their aims betray. 
The chief then heay'd the golden ſcepter high, 
Atteſting thus the monarch of the ſky. 
Be witneſs thou! immortal Lord of all! 
—\Whoſe thunder ſhakes the dark atrial hall: 390 
By none but Dolon ſhall this prize be borne, | 
And him alone th' immortal feeds adorn. ; 
Thus Hector ſwore: the Gods were call'd in vain, 
But the raſh youth prepares to ſcour the plain : 
Acroſs his back the bended bow he flung, 395 
A wolf's grey hide around his ſhoulders hung, 
A ferret's downy fur his helmet lin'd, 
And in his hand a pointed javelin ſhin'd. 
Then (never to return) he ſought the ſhore, 
And trod the path his feet muſt tread no more, 460 
Scarce had he paſs'd the ſeeds and Trojan throng .. 
(Still bending forward as he cours'd along), 
When, on the hollow way, th' approaching tread 
Ulyſſes mark'd, and thus to Diemed. 
O friend ! I hear ſome ſtep of hoſtile feet, 405 
Moving this way, or haſtening to the fleet; 
Some ſpy perhaps, to lurk beſide the main; 
Or nightly pillager that trips the ſlain. 
Vet let him paſs, and win a little ſpace 40 
Then ruſh behind him, and prevent his pace. 5 
But if too ſwift of foot he flies before, 
Confine his courſe along the fleet and ſhore, 
Betwixt the camp and him our ſpears employ, 
And intercept his hop'd return to Troy, 


ILIAD, Book x. 365 
With that they ſtepp'd afide, and ſtoop'd their head 


{As Dolon paſs'd) behind a heap of dead: 

Along the path the ſpy unwary flew ; 

Soft, at jult diſtance, both the chiefs purſue. 

$9 diſtant they, and ſuch the ſpace between, 

As when two teams of mules divide the green 

(To whom the hind like ſhares of land allows), - 

When now new furrows part th* appegacling ploughs. 

Now Dolon liſtening heard them ns they paſt;, 

HeRor (he thought) had ſent, and check'd his haſte, 

Tillſſcarce at diſtance of a javelin's throw, 425 

No voice ſucceeding, he perceiv'd the foe. 

As when two {kilful hounds the leyeret wind; * 

Or chace through woods ohſcure the akin hind; 

Now loſt, now ſeen, they inter cept his way, 1 

And from the herd ſtill turu the flying prey: 4.39 

So fait, and with ſuch fears, the 1 Frojan flew 3- 

So cloſe, ſo conſtant, the beid Greeks purſue. 

Now almoſt on the fleet the daſtard falls, 

And mingles with the guards that watch the walls; 

When brave Tydides ſtop'd ; a-gencrous thought 43 * 

(Inſpu'd by Pallas) in his bebe wrought, | 

Leſt on the foe ſome forward Gree' advance, 

And ſnatch the glory from his lifted lance. il 

Then thus aloud ; Whoe'er thau art, remain =_ 

This javelin elſe ſhall fix thiee to the plain. 440 

He ſaid, and high in air the weaponecaſt, | . 

Which wilful err'd, and o'er his ſhoulder paſt; * 

Then fix'd in earth. Againſt the trembling wood 

Ide wretch ſtood prop'd, and quiver'd as he ſtood; 
X z / A ſud- 
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A ſudden palſy ſeiz d his turning head; _ 445 

"His looſe teeth chatter'd, and his colour fled : 

The panting warriours ſeize him as he ſtands, 

And with unmanly tears his life demands. | 

O ſpare my youth, and for the breath Lowe, 

Large gifts of price my father ſhall beſtow. 459 

Vaſt heaps of braſs ſhall in your ſhips be told, 

And ſteel well-temper'd, and refulgent gold. 

To hom Ulyſſes made this wile reply; 

-Who'er thou art, be bold, nor fear to die. | | 
What moves thee, ſay, when ſleep has clos'd the fight, 
To roam the filent fields in dead of night? f | 
Cam'ſt thou the ſecrets of our camp to find, 

By Hector prompted, or, thy daring mind? 

Or art ſome wretch by hopes of plunder led 

*Fhrough heaps of carnage to deſpoil the dead? 460 

Then thus pale Dolon with a fearful look, 

(Still as he ſpoke, his limbs with horrour ſhook) 

Hither I came, by Hector's words deceiv'd ; 

Much did he promiſe, rafhty I believ'd : 

No leſs a bribe than great Achilles' car, 565 
And thoſe ſwift ſteeds that (weep the yanks of war, 
Urg'd me, unwilirig, this attempt to make ; 
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If, now ſubdued, you fix your hopes on flight, 

And tir'd with toils, negle& the watch of night? 576 
Bold was thy aim, and glorious was the prize! 

(Ulyſſes, with a ſcornful ſmile, replies) 

Far other rulers thoſe proud ſteeds demand, 

Aud ſcorn the guidance of a vulgar hand; 
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Eo'n great Achilles ſcarce their rage can tame, 475 

Achilles ſprung from an immortal dame, 

But ſay, be faithful, and the truth recite 

Where lies encamp'd the Trojan chief to- night? 

Where ſtand his courſers ? in what quarter ſleep 

Their other princes ? tell what watch they keep: 48s 

Say, ſince their conqueſt, what their counſels are; 

Or here to combat, from their city far, 

Or back to Ilion's walls transfer the war. : 
Ulyſſes thus, and thus Eumedes' ſon : 

What Dolon knows, his faithful tongue . 

Hector, the peers aſſembling i in his tent, 

A council holds at Ihus* monument. 

No certain guards the nightly watch partake 3 

Where-e'er yon fires aſcend, the Trojans wake: 

Anxious for Troy, the guard the natives keep 490 

Safe in their cares, th' auxihar forces ſleep, 

Vhoſe wives and infants, from the danger far, 

Diſcharge their ſouls of half the fears of war. 
Then ſleep. loſe aids among the Trojan train, 

(Enquir'd the chief) or ſcatter' d o'er the plain? 493 
To whom the ſpy: Their powers they thus diſpoſe: 

The Pæons, dreadful with their bended baws, 

The Carians, Caucons, the Pelaſgian hoſt, 95 

And Leleges, encamp along the coaſt. 

Not diſtant far, lie higher on the land 506 

The Lycian, Myſian, and Mzonian band, 

hrygia's horſe, by Thymbras“ ancient wall; 

he Thracians utmoſt, and apart from all. 

Theſe Troy but lately to her ſuccour won, 


Led on by Rheſus, great Eioncus* ſon: .* g0g 
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I ſaw his courſers in proud triumph go, 
Swift as the wind, and white as.winter-ſnow ; 
Rich filver plates his ſhining car infold; 
His ſolid arms, refulgent, flame with gold; 
No mortal ſhoulders ſuit the glorious load, 510 
Celeſtial Panoply, to grace a God! 
Let me, unhappy, to your flcet be borne, 
Or leave me here, a captive's fate to mourn, 
In cruel chains; till your return reveal, 
The truth or falſehocd cf the news I tell. 515 
To this Tydides, with a gloomy frown : 
Think not to live, though all the truth be ſhown : 
Shall we diſmiſs thee, in ſome future ſtrife | 
To riſk more bravely thy now forfeit life? 
Or that again our camps thou may*lt explore? 520 
No---once a traitor, thou betray'ſt no more. 
Sternly he ſpoke, and as the wretch prepar'd 
With humble blandiſhment to ſtroke his beard, 
Like lightning ſwift the wrathful favlchion flew, 
Divides the neck, and cuts the nerves in two; 525 
One inſtant ſnatch'd his trembling ſoul to hell, 
The head, yet ſpeaking, mutter'd as it fell. 


The furry helmet from his brow they tear, 
The wolf's grey hide, th* unbended bow and ſpear ; 
Theſe great Ulyſſes lifting-to the ſkies, 530 


To favouring Pallas dedicates the prize. 


Great queen of arms! receive this hoſtile ſpoil, 3 0 


And let the Thracian ſteeds reward our toil : 

Thee firit of all the heavenly hoſt we praiſe; | 
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This faid, the ſpoils with dropping gore defac'd; 
High ow a ſpreading tamariſk he plac d; 


Then heap'd with reeds and gather'd boughs the plain, 
To —_— footſteps to the place again, FILE 


3 


Through the ſtil] night they croſs the deviohs fields: h 
Slippery with blood, o'er arms and heaps of ſhields, 
Arriving where the Thracian ſquadrons lay, 

And eas'd in ſleep the labours of the day. 

Rang'd in three lines they view the proſtrate band: 

The horſes yol'd beſide each warriour ſtand ; 545- 

Their arms in order on the ground reclin'd, 

Through the brown ſhade the fulgid weapons ſhin'd ;. 

Amidſt lay Rheſus, ftretch'd in ſleep profound, 

And the white ſteeds behind his chariot bound. 

The welcome ſight Ulyſſes firſt deſcries, 3500 
And points to Diomed the tempting prize. 

The man, the courſers, and the car behold! 

Deſcrib'd by Dolon, with the arms of gold. \ 

Now, brave Tydides ! now thy. courage try, 

Approach. the chariot, and. the ſteeds untie ; 55 

Or if. thy ſoul. aſpire to fiercer deeds, 

- Urge thou the ſlaughter, while I ſeize. the ſeeds. 

Pallas (this ſaid) her hero's boſom warms, 

Breath'd in his heart, and ſtrung his nervous arms ;- 
Where-c'er he paſs'd, a purple ſtream purſued; 5360 
His thirſty faulchion, fat with hoſtile blood, 
Bath'd all his footſteps, dy'd the fields with gore, 
And a low groan remurmur'd through the ſhore. 

So the grum lion, from his nightly den, 

Oerleaps the fences, and. invades the pen; 5465 
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On ſheep or goats, reſiſtleſs in his way, / 

He falls, and foaming rends the guardleſs prey. 
Nor ſtopp'd the fury of his vengeful hand, 

Till twelve lay breathleſs of the Thracian band. 


Ulyſſes following, as his partner ſlew, $70 


Back by the foot each flaughter'd warriour drew; 
The milk-white courſers ſtudious to convey 

Safe to the ſhips, he wiſely clear'd the way; | 
Leſt the fierce ſteeds, not yet to battles bred, _ 
Should ſtart, and tremble at the heaps of dead. 575 
Now twelve-diſpatch'd, the monarch laſt they found; 
Tydides* faulchion fix d him to the ground. 

Juſt then a deathful dream Minerva ſent ; 

A warlike form appear d before his tent, | 
Whoſe viſionary - ſteel his bolom tore: 580 
So dream'd the monarch, and awak d no more. 

Ulyſſes now the ſnowy ſteeds detains, 
And leads them, faſten'd bythe ſilver reins ; 
Theſe, with his bow unbent, he laſh'd along; 


(The ſcourge forgot, on Rheſus“ chariot hung.) 555 8 
Then gave his friend the ſignal to retire; 


But him, new dangers, new achievements fire: 
Doubtful he ſtood, or with his reeking blade 


To ſend more heroes to th' infernal ſnade, ago 


Drag off the car where Rheſus* armour lay, 590 


Or heave with manly force, and lift away. 


While unreſolv'd che fon of Tydeus ſtands, 
Ilas appears, and thus her chief commands. 
Enough, my ſon; from farther ſlaughter ceaſe, 


egard thy ſafety, and depart in peace 393 
99 | Haſte 


. ˙ UC OO RPE - - 


5 PE yr 


8 ILIAD, Boon X. 317 
Haſte to the ſhips, the gotten ſpoils enjoy, N 
Nor tempt too far the heſtile Gods of Troy. 
The voice divine confeſs'd the martial Maid; 
In haſte he mounted, and her word obey'd ; * 
The courſers fly before Ulyſles* bow, 5600 
Swift as the wind, and white as winter- ſnow. I 
Not unobſerv'd they paſs d: the God of light 
Had watch'd his Troy, and mark'd Minerva's flight, 
Saw Tydeus' ſon with heavenly fuccour'bleſt, 1 
And vengeful anger fill'd his ſacred breaſt. 605 
Swift to the Trojan camp deſcends the Power, 
And wakes Hippocoon in the morning#hour, 
(On Rheuſsꝰ fide accuſtom'd to attend, 
A faithful kinſman, and inſtructive friend.) 
He roſe and ſaw the field deform'd with blood, 610 
An empty ſpace where late the courſers ſtood, 
The yet-warm Thracians panting on the coaſt ; 
For each he wept, but for his Rheſus moſt : 
Now while on Rhefus* name he calls in yain, 
The gathering tumult ſpreads o'er all che plain; 615 
On heaps the Trojans ruſh, with wild aſfright, | 
And wondering view the ſlaughters of the night, 
Meanwhile the chiefs. arriving at the ſhade . _ 
Where, late the ſpoils of Hector's {py were laid, 
Ulyſſes ſtopp'd ; to him Tydides bore. | _ 620 
The trophy, dropping yet with Dolon's gore: 
Then mounts again; again their nimble feet 
The courſers ply, and thunder tow'rds thg fleet. 
Old Neſtor firſt perceiv'd th' approaching ſound, 
Beſpeaking thus the Grecian peers around, ,  , 625 
PE Methinks 
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Methinks the noiſe of trampling ſteeds I hear, 
Thickening this way, and gathering on my ear; 
Perhaps ſome horſes of the Trojan breed 

(So may, ye Gods! my pious hopes ſucceed) 


Retyrn'd triumphant with this prize of war. 

Yet much I fear (ah, may that fear be vain ! 

The chiefs out-number'd;by the Trojan train; 

Perhaps, ev'n now purſued, they ſeek the ſhore; 

Or, oh! perhaps thcſ: heroes are no more. 6 5 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when lo! the chiefs appear, 

And ſpring to earth; the Greeks diſmiſs their fear: 

With words of friendſhip-and extended hands 

They greet the kings; and Neſtor firſt demands 

Say thou, whoſe praiſes-all our hoſt proclaim, 640 

Thou living glory of the Grecian name 

Say whence theſe courſers? hy what chance beſtow'd ? 

The ſpoil of foes, or preſent of a God? 

Not thoſe fair ſteeds ſo radiant and ſo gay, 


And daily mingle m the martial field ; 
But ſure till now no courſers ſtruck my ſight 
Like theſe, conſpicuous through the ranks of fight. 


Bleſt as ye are; and favourites of. the ſkies ; 

The care of him who bids the thunder roar, 
And“ her, whoſe fury bathes the world with gore, 
Father! not fo, (ſage Ithacus rejoin'd) 


Of 
* Minerya, 


The great Tydides, and Ulyſſes bear, 530 


That draw the burning chariot of the day. 645 
Old as I am, to age I ſcorn to yield, | 


Some God, I deem, conferr'd the glorious prize; 650 


The gifts of heaven are of a nobler kind. 5655 
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Of Thracian lineage Ie the ftceds ye view, 
Whoſe hoſtile King the brave Tydides flew ; 
Sleeping he dy'd, with alf his guards around, 
And twelve beſide lay gaſping on the ground. 
Theſe other ſpoils from conquer'd Dolon came, 660 

A wretch, whoſe ſwiftneſs was his only fame, 

By Hector ſent our forces to explore, | 
He now lies headleſs on the the ſandy ſhore. 

Then o'er the trench the bounding courſers flew ; 
The joyful Greeks with loud acclaim purſue. 66g 
Straight to Tydides* high pavilion borne, - 
The matchleſs ſeeds his ample ſtall adorn ; 

The neighing courſers their new fellows greet, 
And the full racks are heap'd with generous wheat. 
But Dolon's armour, to his ſhips convey d, #670 
High on the painted ſtern Ulyſſes laid, | 
A trophy deſtin'd to the blue-ey'd Maid. 
Now from nocturnal ſweat, and ſanguine ſtain, 
They cleanſe their bodies in the neighbouring main: 
Then in the poliſh'd bath, refreſh'd4 from toil, 675 
Their joints they ſupple with diſſolving oil, 

In due repaſt indulge the genial hour, 

And firſt to Pallas the libations pour: 
They ſit, rejoicing in her aid divine, - 
And the crown'd goblet foams with floods of wine. 
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THE ARG UM E N T. 


The third Battle, and the Acts of Agamemnon. 


Agamemnon having armed himfelf, leads the Grecians 
to battle: Hector prepares the Trojans to receive 
them; while Jupiter, Juno, and Minerva, give the 
ſignals of war. Agamemnon bears all before him; 
and Hector is commanded by Jupiter (who ſends 
Iris for that purpoſe) to decline the engagement, till 
the king ſhall be wounded and retire from the field. 
He then makes a great flaughter of the enemy ; Ulyſ- 
ſes and Diomed put a ſtop to him for a time; but th: 
latter being wounded by Paris js obliged to deſert 
his companion, wlio is encompaſſed by the Trojans, 
wounded, and in the utmoſt danger, till Menelaüs 
and Ajax reſcue him. Hector comes againſt Ajax; 
but that hero alone oppoſes multitudes, and rallies 
the Greeks. In the mean time Machaon, in the 
other wing of the army, is pierced with an arrow by 
Paris, and carried from the fight in Neſtor's chariot. 
Achilles (who overlooked the action from his ſhip) 
ſent Patroclus to enquire which of the Greeks was 
wounded in that manner ? Neſtor entertains him in 
his tent with an account of the accidents of the day, 
and a long recital of ſome former wars which he re- 
membered, tending to put Patroclus upon perſuad- 
ing Achilles to fight for his countrymen, or at leaſt 
permit Him to do it, clad in Achilles's armour, Pa- 
troclus in his return meets Eurypylus alſo wounded, 
and aſſiſts him in that diſtreſs, — | 
This book opens with the eight and twentieth day 
of the poem; and the ſame day, with its various ac- 
tions and adventures, is extended through the twelfth, 
thirteenth, fourteenth, fifteenth, ſixteenth, ſeven- 
eenth, and part of the eighteenth books. The ſcents 
lies in the field, near the monument of Ilus. 
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1 H E ſaffron morn, with early bluſhes ſpread, 
Now roſe refulgent from Tithonius' bed; 
With new- born day to gladden mortal fight, 
And gild the courts of heaven with ſacred light: 
When baleful Eris, ſent by Jove's command. 5 
The torch of diſcord blazing in her hand, | 
Through the red ſkies her bloody ſign extends, 
And wrapt in tempeſts, o'er the fleet deſcends. 
High on Ulyſles' bark, her horrid ſtand 
She took, and thunder'd through the ſeas and land. 10 
Ev'n Ajax and Achilles heard the ſound, 
Whoſe ſhips, remote, the guarded navy bound. 
Thence the black Fury through the Grecian throng 
With horror ſounds the loud Orthian feng : 
The navy ſhakes, and at the dire alarms T5 
Each boſom boils, each warriour ſtarts to arms, 
No more they ſigh, inglorious to return, 
But breathe revenge; and for the combat burn. 

The king of men his hardy hoſts inſpires 
With loud command, with great example fires; 20 
Himſelf firſt roſe, himſelf before the reſt 
His mighty limbs in radiant armour dreſt. 
Vor. I. S And 
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And firſt he cas'd his manly legs around 
In ſhining greaves, with ſilver buckles bound: 
The beaming cuiraſs next adorn'd his breaft, 25 
The ſame which once king Cinyras poſſeſt: 
(The fame of Greece and her aſſembled hoſt 
Had reach'd that monarch qa#he Cyprian coaſt ; 
"Twas then, the friendſhip of the chief to gain, 
This glorious gift he ſent, nor ſent in vain.) 10 
Ten rows of azure ſteel the work infold, 
Twice ten of tin, and twelve of ductile gold; 
Three glittering dragdns to the gorget riſe, 
Whoſe imitated ſcales, againſt the ſkies 
+ Reflected various light, and arching bow'd, 33 
Like colour d rainbows o'er a ſhowery cloud. _ | 
(Jove's wondrous bow, of three celeſtial dyes, 
Plac'd as a fign to man amid the ſkies.) 
A radiant baldrick o'er his ſhoulder ty'd, | 
Suſtain'd the, ſword that glitter'd at his fide : 40 
Gold was the hilt, a filver ſheath encas'd 
The ſhining blade, and golden hangers grac'd. 
His buckler's mighty orb was next diſplay'd, 
That round ti warriour caſt a dreadful ſhade ; ' 
Ten zones of braſs its ample brim ſurround, 45 
And twice ten boſſes the bright convex crown'd ; 
Tremendous Gorgon frown'd upon its field, h 
And circling terrors fill'd th' expreſſive ſhield : 7 
Within its concave hung a ſilver thong, ä 
| On which a- mimie ſerpent creeps along, 50 
: His azure length in eaſy waves extends, 0 
Till in three heads th” embroider'd monſter ends. 
: | Laſt 
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Laft o'er his brows his fourfold helm he plac'd, _ 
With nodding horſe-hair formidably grac'd ; 
And in his hands two ſteely javelins 2 4 4 55 
That blaze to heaven, and lighten all the fields. 
That inſtant Juno and the martial Maid 
In happy thunders promis'd Greece their aid; 
High o'er the chief they claſh'd- their arms in air, 
And, leaning from the clouds, expect the war. 60 
Cloſe to the limits of the trench and mound, 
The fiery courſers to their chariots bound 
The ſquires reſtrain'd : the foot, with thoſe who wield 
The lighter arms, ruſh-forward to the field. 
To ſecond theſe, in cloſe array combin'd, 65 
The ſquadrons ſpread their ſable wings behi 
Now ſhouts and tumults wake the tardy ſun, 
As with the light the warriour's toils begun. 
Ev'n Jove, whoſe thunder ſpoke his wrath, diſti 
Red drops of blood o'er all the fatal field 70- 
The woes of men unwilling to ſurvey, 
And all the ſtaughters that muſt ſtain the day. 
Near Ilus' tomb in order rang'd arougg, 1 
The Trojan lines poſſeſs'd the riſing ground, | 
There wiſe Polydamas and Hector ſtood ; 
/Eneas, honour'd as a guardian God; : 75 
Bold Polybus, Agenor the. divine; 
The brother warriours of Antenor's line; 
With youthful Acamas, whoſe beauteous face 
And fair proportion match'd th' etherial race; , 
Great Hector, cover'd with His ſpacious ſhield, 80 
Plies all che * and orders all the field. 
Y s As 
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As the red ſtar now ſhows his ſanguine fires 

Through the dark clouds, and now in night retires; 
Thus through the ranks appear'd the god-like man, 
Plung'd in the rear, or blazing in the van; 85 
While ſtreamy ſparkles, reſtleſs as he flies, ; 
Flaſh from his arms as lightning from the ſkies. 

As ſweating reapers in ſome wealthy field, 

Rang'd in two bands, their crooked weapons wield, 
Bear down the furrows, till their labours meet; 90 
Thick fall the heapy harveſt at their feet: 

So Greece and Troy the field of war divide, 

And falling ranks are ſtrow'd on every fide. _. | 
None ſtoop'd a thought to baſe inglorious flight; 95 
But horſe to horſe, and man to man they ficht. | . 
Not rabid wolves more fierce conteſt their prey; 

Each wounds, each bleeds, :but none reſign the day. 
Diſcord with joy the ſcene of death deſcries, 

And drinks large ſlaughter at her ſanguine eyes: 100 
Diſcord alone, of all th' immortal train, 

Swells the red horrours of this direful plain: 

The Gods in peace their golden manſions. fill, 

Rang'd in bright order on th' Olympian hill; 

But general murmurs told their griefs above, 105 
And each accus'd the partial will of Jove. . 
Meanwhile apart, ſuperior, and alone, 

Th' eternal Monarch, on his awful throne, 

Wrapt in the blaze of boundleſs glory ſat; 

And, fix d, fulfill'd the juſt decrees of fate. 110 
On earth he turn'd his all- conſidering eyes, | 
And mark'd the ſpot where Ilivn's towers ariſe z ; 
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The fea with ſhips, the fields with armies ſpread, 
The victor's rage, the dying and the dead. 


Thus while the morning- beams increaſing bright 115 


O'er heaven's pure azure ſpread the growing light, 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 

Each adverſe battle gor*'d with equal wounds. 

But now (what time in ſome ſequeſter'd vale » 
The weary woodman ſpreads his ſparing meal, 120 
When his tir*d-arms refuſe the ax to rear, 

And claim a refpite from the ſylvan war; 

But not till half the proftrate foreſts lay 

Stretch'd in long ruin, and expos'd to day) 


Tlien, nor till then, the Greeks' impulſive. might 1 25 L 


Pierc'd the black Phalanx, and let in the light. 
Great Agamemnop then the ſlaughter led, 
And flew Bienor at his people's head: 
Whoſe ſquire Oileus, with a ſudden ſpring, 
Lenp'd from the chariot to revenge his king, 
But in his front he felt the fatal wound, 
Which pierc'd his brain, and ſtretch'd him on the ground. 
Atrides ſpoil'd; and left them on the plain: 
Vain was their youth, their glittering armour vain”: 
Now ſoil'd with duſt, and naked to the (ky, 135 
Their ſnowy limbs and beauteous bodies lie, 
Two ions of Priam next to battle move, 
The product one of marriage, one of love? 
In the ſame car the brother warriours ride, oY 
'This took the charge to combat, that to guide: 
Far other taſk l than when thay wont to kcep, 
On Ida's tops, their-fnther's fleecy ſheep, - 
| Y 3 
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Theſe on the mountains once Achilles fou 
And captive led, with pliant oſiers bou 
Then to their fire for ample ſums reſtor d; 145 
But now to periſh by Atrides' ſword ; | 

Pierc'd in the breaſt the baſe - born Iſus bleeds ; 

Cleft through the head, his brother's fate ſucceeds. 
Swift to the ſpoil the haſty victor falls, 
And ſtript, their features to his mind recalls. 150 
The Trojans ſee the youths untimely die, 

But helpleſs tremble for themſelves, and fly. 

So when a lion, ranging o'er the lawns, 

Finds, on ſome grafly lair, the couching fawns, 
Their bones he cracks, their reeking vitals draws, 155 
And grinds the quivering fizth with bloody jaws; ” 
The frighted hind beholds, and dares not ſtay, 

But ſwift through ruſtling thickets, burſts her way; 
All drown'd in ſweat the panting mother flies, 


TR 


And the big tears roll trickling from her eyes. 160 


Amidſt the tumult of the routed train, 
The ſons of falſe Antimachus were ſlain ; 
He, who for bribes his faithleſs counſels ſold, 
And voted Helen's ſtay for Paris' gold. 
Atrides mark'd, as theſe their ſafety ſought, 165 
And ſlew the children for the father's fault; | 
Their headftrong horſe unable to reſtrain, 
They ſhook with fear, and dropp'd the filken rein; 
Then in their chariot on their knees they fall, | 
And thus with lifted hands for mercy call. 170 
Oh ſpare our youth, and for the life we owe 
Antimachus ſhall copious gifts beſtow, 
| Soon 
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Soon as he hears that, not in batttle ſlain, 
The Grecian ſhips his captive ſons detain, 
Large heaps of braſs in ranſom ſhall be told, 175* 
And ſteel well-temper'd, and perſuaſive gold. 

Theſe words attended with a flood, of tears, 
The deuten Bday d to unrelenting edrs : 
The vengeful monarch gave this ſtern reply 3 
It from Antimachus ye ſpring, ye die: 180 
The daring wretch who once in council Sod 
To ſhed Ulyſles* and my brother's blood, 
For proffer'd peace! and ſues his ſeed for grace 
No, die, and pay the forfeit of your race. 

This ſaid, Piſander from the car he caſt, 185 
And pierc'd his breaſt: ſupine he breath d his laſt. 
His brother leap'd to earth; but as he lay, 

The trenchant falchion lopp'd his hands away; 

His ſever d head was toſs d among the throng, 

And, rolling, drew a bloody trail along. 90 
Then, where the thickeſt fought, the victor flew \ 
The king's example all his Greeks pugſlie. x 

Now by the foot the flying foot were flain, 

Horſe trod by horſe, lay. foaming on the plain, 

From the dry fields thick clouds of duſt ariſe, 195 
Shade the black hoſt, and intercept tlie Kies. 

The braſs- hoof d ſteeds tumultuous plunge and bound, 
And the thick thunder beats the labouring ground. 
Still ſlaughtering on, the king of men proceeds; 
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As when the winds with raging flames conſpire, bs 1 14 
| nd o'er the foreſts roll the flood of fire, þ 1 4 | 
> 4 4 : In ” R—_ 


328 "  POPE'S HOMER, 


In blazing heaps the grove's old honours fall, 

And one refulgent ruin levels all: | 

Before Atrides' rage fo ſinks the foe, 20 5 
Whole ſquadrons vaniſh, and proud heads lie low: 
The ſteeds fly trembling from his. waving ſword ; 
And many a car, now lighted of its lord, 

Wide o'er the field with guideleſs fury rolls, 
Breaking their rasks, and cruſhing out their ſouls ; 
While his keen falchion drinks the warriouzs lives; 

More grateful, now, to vultures than their wives! 
Perhaps great Hector then had found his fate, 

But Jove and Deſtiny prolong'd his date. 

Safe from the darts, the care of heaven he ſtood, 215 

Amidſt alarms, and death, and duſt, and blood. 

Now paſt the tomb where ancient Ilus lay, 
Through the mid field the routed urge their way. 
Where the wild figs th* adjoining ſummit crown, 
That path they take, and ſpeed to reach the town. 220 
As ſwift Atrides with loud ſhouts purſued, 

Hot with his toil, and bath'd in hoſtile blood, 
Now near the beach-tree, and the Scæan gates, 

The hero halts, and his aſſociates waits. 

Meanwhile on every ſide, around the plain, 225 
Diſpers'd, diſorder'd, fly the Trojan train. | 
So flies a herd of beeves, that hear diſmay'd 

The lion's roaring through the midnight ſhade ; 

On heaps they tumble with ſucceſsleſs haſte : 

The ſayage ſeizes, draws, and rends the laſt ; 230 
Net with feſs fury ſtern Atrides flew, 


Still preſs'd the rout, and ſtill the hindmoſt flew ; 
: * 
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Hurl'd from their cars the braveſt chiefs are kill'd, 
And rage, and death, and carnage, load the field. 
Now ſtorms the victor at the Trojan wall; 235 
Surveys the towers, and meditates their fall. 
But Jove deſcending ſhook th' Idzan hills, 
And down their ſummits pour'd a hundred rills : 
Th' unkindled lightnings in his hand he took, 
And thus the many-colour'd Maid beſpoke. 240 
Iris, with haſte thy golden wings diſplay, 
To god- like Hector this our word convey. 
While Agamemnon waſtes the ranks around, 
Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the ground, 
Bid him give way; but iſſue forth commands, 245. * 
And truſt the war to leſs important hands : 
But when, or wounded by the ſpear. or dart, 
That chief ſhall mount his chariot, and depart : 
Then Jove ſhall ſtring his arm, and fire his breaſt, 
Then to her ſhips ſhall flying Greece be preſs'd, 250 
Till to the main the burning ſun deſcend, 
And ſacred night her awful ſhade extend. ( 
He ſpoke, and Iris at his word. obey'd ; 
On wings of winds deſcends the various Maid. 
The chief ſhe found amidſt the ranks of war- 23 5. 
Cloſe to the bulwarks on his glittering car 
The Goddeſs then: O ſon of Priam, hear! 
From Jove I come, and his high mandate bear.. 
While Agamemnon waſtes the ranks around, 
Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the ground, 
Abſtain from fight, yet iſſue forth commands, 
And truſt the war to leſs important hands, 
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But when, or wounded by the ſpear or dart, 

The chief ſhall mount his chariot, and depart : 
Then Jove ſhall ſtring thy arm, and fire thy breaſt, 
Then to her ſhips ſhall flying Greece be preſt, 

Till to the main the burning ſun deſcend, 

And ſacred night her awful ſhade extend. 

She ſaid, and yaniſh'd: Hector, with a bound, 
Springs from his chariot on the trembling ground, 270 
In clanging arms: he graſps in either hand | 
A pointed lance, and ſpeeds from band to band ; 
Revives their ardour, turns their ſteps from flight, 
And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 

They ſtand to arms: the Greeks their onſet dare, 275 
Condenſe their powers, and wait the coming war. | 
New force, new ſpirit, to each breaſt returns: 

The fight renew'd, with fiercer fury burns: 

The king leads on; all fix on him their eye, 

And learn from him to conquer, or to die. 280 

Ye ſacred nine, celeſtial Muſes ! tell, 

Who fac'd him firſt, and by his proweſs fell? 

The great Iphidamas, the bold and young: 

From ſage Antenor and Theano ſprung; 

Whom from his youth his grandſire Ciſſeus bred, 285 

And nurs'd in Thrace where ſnowy flocks are fed. 

Scarce did the down his roſy cheeks inveſt, 

And early honour warm his generous breaſt, 

When the VVind fire conſign'd his daughter's charms 

(Theano's ſiſter) to his youthful arms. 290 

But call'd ky glory to the wars of Troy, 

He leaves untaſted the firſt fruits of joy; 
: From 
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From his lov'd bride departs with melting eyes, CO 

And ſwift to aid his dearer country flies. * 

With twelve black ſhips he reach'd Percope's rand, 

Thence took the long laborious march by land. 

Now fierce for fame before the ranks he ſprings, 

Towering in arms, and braves the king of kings. 

Atrides firſt diſcharg'd the miſſiye ſpear ; 

The Trojan ſtoop'd, the javelin paſs'd in air. 300 

Then near the corſelet, at the monarch's heart, 

With all his ſtrength the youth dire&s his dart : 

But the broad belt, with plates of filver bound, 

The point rebated, and repell'd the wound. N 

Encumber'd with the dart, Atrides ſtands, 305 

Till, graſp'd with force, he wrench'd it from his hands, 

At once his weighty ſword diſcharg'd a wound 

Full on his neck, that fell'd him to the ground. 

Stretch'd in the duſt th' unhappy warriour lies, 

And ſleep eternal ſeals his ſwimming eyes. 310 

Oh worthy better fate! oh early lain ! 

Thy country's friend; and virtuous, though in vain 1 

No more the youth ſhall join his conſort's ſide, 

At once a virgin, and at once a bride ! 

No more with preſents her embraces meet, 315 

Or lay the ſpoils of conqueſt at her feet, 

On whom his paſſion, laviſh of his ſtore, 

Beſtow'd ſo much, and vainly promis'd more! 

Unwept, uncover'd, on the plain he lay, 

While the proud victor bore his arms away. 320 

| Coon, Antenor's eldeſt hope, was nigh : 

Tears, at the fight, came ſtarting from his eye, 
While 
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While pierc'd with grief the much-lov'd youth he 


view'd, 


And the pale features now deform'd-with'blood. 


Then with his ſpear, unſeen, his time he took, 325 


Aim'd at the king, and near his elbow ſtrook. 
The thrilling ſteel tranſpierc'd the brawny part, 
And through his arm ſtood forth the barbed dart. 
Surpris'd the monarch feels, yet void'of fear 


On Coon ruſhes with his lifted ſpear : 330 


His brother's corpſe the pious Trojan draws, 

And calls his country to aſſert his cauſe, 

Defends him breathleſs on the ſanguine field, 

And o'er the body ſpreads his ample ſhietd. 

Atrides, marking an unguarded part, 335 
Trans fix d the warriour with the brazen dart; 

Prone on his brother's bleeding breaſt he lay, 

The monarch's faulchion lopp'd his head away: 

The ſocial ſhades the ſame dark journey go, 


And join each other in the realms below. 340 


The vengeful victor rages round the fields, 

With every weapon, art or fury yields: 

By the long lance, the ſword, or pondrous ſtone, 

Whole ranks are broken, and whole troops o erthrowen. 

This, while yet warm, diſtill'd the purple flood; 345 

But when the wound grew ſtiff with clotted blood, 

Then grinding tortures his ſtrong boſom rend, 

Leſs keen thoſe darts the fierce Ilythiæ ſend, 

(The powers that cauſe the teeming matron's throes, 

Sad mothers of unutterable woes!) 359 

Stuxg with the ſmart, all-panting with the pain, 

He mounts the car, and gives his ſquife the rein : 
| | Then 
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"Then with a voice which fury made more ſtrong, 

And pain augmented, thus exhorts the throng. 

O friends! O Greeks ! aſſert your honours won; 
Proceed, and finiſh what this arm begun: 

Lo! angry Jove forbids your chicf to ſtay, 

And envies half the glories of the day. 

He ſaid ; the driver whiyls his lengthful thong; 
The horſes fly ! the chariot ſmokes along. 366 
Clouds from their no Hils the fierce courſers blow, 
And from their ſides{the foam deſcends in ſnow; 
Shot through the battle in a moment's ſpace, 

The wounded monarch at his. tent they place. 

No ſooner Hector ſaw the king retir'd, 365 

But thus his Trojans and his aids he fir'd; 

Hear, all ye Dardan, all ye Lycian race ! 

Fam'd in cloſe fight, and.dreadful face to face. 

Now call to mind your ancient trophies won, 

Vour great forefathers' virtnes, and your own, 370 
Behold the general flies! deſerts his powers! 

Lo Jove himſelf declares the conqueſt ours ! 

Now on yon ranks impel your foaming ſteeds ; 

And, ſure of glory, dare immortal deeds. 

With words like theſe the fiery chief.alarms 375 

His fainting hoſt, and every boſom warms. 

As the bold hunter chears his hounds, to tear 

The brindled lion, or the tuſky bear; 

With voice and hand provoke their doubting heart, 
And ſprings the foremoſt with his lifted dart: 380 
So god- like Hector prompts his troops to dare; 

Nor prompts alone, but leads himſelf the war. 
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On the black body of the foes he pours ; Soph, 


As from the cloud's deep boſom, ſwell'd with ſhowers, 
A ſudden ftorm the purple ocean ſweeps, | 385 


Drives the wild waves, and toſſes all the deeps. 
Say, Muſe ! when Jove the Trojans' glory crown'd, 
Beneath his arm what heroes bit the ground? 
Aſſæus, Dolops, and Autonous dy'd, 


Opites next was added to their fide, | 390 


Then brave Hipponous fam'd in many a fight, 

Opheltius, Orus, ſunk to endleſs night; 

Zſymnus, Agelaus; all chiefs of name; 

The reſt were vulgar deaths, unknown to fame. 

As when a weſtern whirlwind, charg'd with ſtorms, 

Diſpels the gather'd clouds that Notus forms; 

The guſt continued, violent, and ſtrong, 

Rolls ſable clouds in heaps on heaps along ; 

Now to the ſkies the foaming billows rears, ' 

Now breaks the ſurge, and wide the bottom bares: 

Thus raging Hector, with reſiſtleſs hands, 

O'erturns, confounds, and ſcatters all their bands. 

Now the laſt ruin the whole hoſt appalls; 

Now Greece had trembled in her wooden walls; 

But wiſe Ulyſſes call'd Tydides forth, 405 

His ſoul rekindled, and awak'd his worth. 

And ſtand we deedleſs, O eternal ſhame ! 

Till Hector's arm involve the ſhips in flame ? 

Haſte, let us join, and combat fide by ſide. | 

The warriour thus, and thus the friend reply'd. 410 
No martial toil I ſhun, no danger fear; 


Let Hector come; I wait his fury here. 
| But 


LY 


EF & B%E OBO RN 3s LE HO OR VU EN ET ML CES 


ILTAD, Bock XI. 325 
But Jove with conqueſt crowns the Trojan train; 
And, Jove our foe, all human force is vain, 

He ſigh'd. but, ſighing, rais'd his vengeful ſteel, 
And from his car the proud Thymbreus fell: 
Molion, the charioteer, purſued his lord, 

His death ennobled by Ulyſſes" ſword. 

There ſlain, they left them in eternal night, 

Then plung'd amidſt the thickeſt ranks of fight. 420 
So two wild. boars outſtrip the following hounds, 

Then ſwift revert, and wounds return for wounds. 
Stern Hector's conqueſts in the middle plain 

Stood check'd a while, and Greece reſpir” d again. 

The ſons of Merops ſhone amidſt the war; ; 425 

Towering they rode in one refulgent car: 

In deep prophetic arts their father ſxill'd, 

Had warn'd his children from the Trojan field; 

Fate urg'd them on; the father warn'd in vain, 

They ruſh'd to fight, and periſh'd on the plain! 430 
Their breaſts no more the vital ſpirit warms : 
The ſtern Tydides ſtrips their ſhining arms. 
Hypirochus by great Ulyſles dies, 

And rich Hippodamus becomes his prize, 

Great Jove from Ide with laughter fills his ſight, 435 
And level hangs the doubtful ſcale of fight. e 
By Tydeus' lance Agaſtrophus was lain, 

The far-fam'd hero of Pæonian ſtrain ; * 

Wing'd with his fears, on foot he ſtrove to fly, 

His ſteeds too diſtant, and the toe too nigh ; 440 
Through broken orders, ſwifter than the wind, 

N fled, but flying ö 
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This Hector ſees, as his experienc'd Fes 

Traverſe the files, and to the reſcue fliss ; 

Shouts, as he paſt, the cryſtal regions rend, 445 
And moving armies on his march attend, 

Great Diomed himſelf was ſeiz d with fear, 

And thus beſpoke his brother of the war. 

Mark how this way yon bending ſquadrous yield! 
The ſtorm rolls on, and Hector rules the field: 450 
Here ſtand his utmoſt force The warriour ſaid ; 
Swift at the word, his pondrous javelin fled ; 

Nor miſs'd its aim, but where the plumage danc'd, 
Raz'd the ſmooth cone, and thence obliquely glanc'd. 
Safe in his helm (the gift of Phœbus' hands) 455 
Without a wound the Trojan hero ſtands: 

But yet ſo ſtunn'd, that, ſtaggering on the plain, 
His arm and knee his ſinking bulk ſuſtain; 

O'er his dim fight the miſty vapours riſe, 

And a ſhort darkneſs ſhades his ſwimming — 469 
Tydides follow'd to regain his lance ; 

While Hector roſe, recover'd from the trance; 
Remounts his car, and herds amidſt the croud : 

The Greek purſues him, and exults aloud, 

Once more thank Phoebus for thy forfeit breath, 
Or thank that ſwiftneſs which outſtrips the death. 
Well by Apollo are thy prayers repaid, 

And oft that partial power has lent his aid, 
Thou ſhalt not long the death deſery'd withſtand, 
If any God aſſiſt Tydides* hand. | 470 
Fly then, inglorious ! but thy flight, this day, 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghoſts ſhall pay. 

Him, 
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Him, while he triumph'd, Paris ey'd from far, 
(The ſpouſe of Helen, the fair cauſe of war) 
Around the fields his feather'd ſhafts he ſent, 475 
From ancient Ilus' ruin'd monument; 

Behind th@column plac'd, he bent his bow, 

And wing'd an arrow at th' unwary foe ; 

Juſt as he ſtoop'd, Agaſtrophus's creſt 

To ſeize, and drew the corſelst from his breaſt, 

The bow-ſtring twang' d; nor flew the ſhaft in vain, 
But pierc'd his foot, and nail'd it to the plain. 

The laughing Trojan, with a jgyſul ſpring, 


So Troy, reliev'd from thef/wide-waſting hand, 
Should breathe from ſlaughter, and in combat ſtand ; 
Whoſe ſons now tremble ft his darted ſpear, 
As ſcatter'd lambs thè rything lion fear. 490 
He dauntleſs thus: /Thou conqueror of the fair, 
Thou woman-warriour with the curling hair; 
Vain archer ! truſting to the diſtant dart, 
UnſkilFd in arms to act a manly part! 
Thou haſt but done what boys or women caß; 
Such hands may wound, but not incenſe a1 
Nor boaſt the ſcratch thy feeble arrow gave, 
A coward's weapon never hurts the brave. 
Not ſo this dart, which thou may'ſ one day feel : 
Fate wings its flight, and death is on the ſteel, goo 
Where this but lights, ſome noble life expires ; 
Its touch makes orphans, bathes the cheeks of fires, - 
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Steeps earth in purple, gluts the birds of air, 
And leaves ſuch objects, as diſtract the fair. 
Ulyſſes haſtens with a trembling heart, | 505 
Before him ſteps, and bending draws the dart: 
Forth flows the blood; an eager pang ſucceeds ; 
* ydides mounts, and to the navy ſpeeds. 

Now on the field Ulyſles ſtands alone, | 
The Greeks all fled, the Trojans pouring on: 510 
But ſtands collected in himſelf and whole, 

And queſtions thus his own unconquer'd ſoul. 

What farther ſubterfuge, what hapes remain? 
What ſhame, inglorious, if I quit the plain? 

What danger, ſingly if I ſtand the ground, 515 
My friends all ſcatter'd, all the foes around ? 

Yet wherefore doubtful ? Jet this truth ſuffice 

The brave meets danger, and the coward flies: 

To die or conquer, proves a hero's heart; 

And knowing this, I know a ſoldier's part. 520 

Such thoughts revolving in his careful breaſt, 

Near, and more near, the ſhady cohorts preſt; 

'Theſe, in the warriour, their own fate incloſe: 

And round him deep the ſteely circle grows. 

So fares a boar whom all the troop ſurrounds 525 
Of ſhooting. huntſmen, and of clamorous hounds ; 

He grinds his ivory tuſks; he foams with ire; 

His ſanguine eye-balls glare with living fire; 

By theſe, by thoſe, on every part is ply'd ; | 
And the red ſlaughter ſpreads on every ſide. 530 
Pierc'q through the ſhoulder, firſt Deiopis fell; 

Next Ennomus and Thoon funk to hell; 
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Cherſidamas, beneath the navel thruſt, 

Falls prone to earth, and graſps the bloody duſt. 

Charops, the ſon of Hippaſus, was near; S1. 
Ulyſſes reach'd him with the fatal ſpear; 

But to his aid his brother Socus flies, 

Socus, the brave, the generous, and the wiſe : 

Near as he drew, the warriour thus began. 

O great Ulyſſes, much-enduring man 540 

Not deeper ſxill'd in every martial flight, 

Than worn to toils, and active in the fight ! 

This day two brothers ſhall thy conqueſt grace, 

And end at once the great Hippaſian race, 

Or thou beneath this lance muſt preſs the field — 546 

He ſaid, and forceful pierc'd his ſpacious ſhield : 

Through the ſtrong braſs the ringing javelin thrown, 

Plough'd half his fide, and bar'd it to the bone. 

By Pallas' care, the ſpear, though deep infix'd, 

Stopt ſhort of life, nor witkhis entrails mix d. 550 

The wound not mortal wile Ulyſſes knew, 

Then furious thus (but firſt ſome ſteps withdrew) : 

Unhappy man ! whoſe death our hands ſhall grace ! 
Fate calls thee hence, and finiſh'd is thy race. | 

No longer check my conqueſts on the foe 555 


1 


But, pierc'd by this, to endleſs darkneſs go, 
And add one ſpectre to the realms below ! 

He ſpoke ; while Socus, ſeiz'd with ſudden fright, 
Trembling gave way, and turn'd his back to flight ; 
Between his ſhoulders pierc'd the following dart, 
And held its paſſage through the panting heart. 
Wide in his breaſt appear'd the grizly wound; 

He falls; his armour rings againſt the ground. 
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Then thus Ulyſſes, gazing on the ſlain: 
Fam'd fon of, Hippaſus! there preſs the plain; 565 
There ends thy narrow ſpan aſſign'd by Fate, 
Heaven owes Ulyſſes yet a longer date. 
Ah, wretch ! no father fhall thy corpſe compoſe, 
Thy dying eyes no tender mother cloſe; 
But hungry birds ſhall tear thoſe balls away, 570 
And hovering vultures ſcream around their prey. 
Me Greece ſhall honour, when I meet my doom, 
With ſolemn funerals and a laſting tomb. 
Then, raging with intolerable ſmart, 
He writhes his body, and extracts the dart. 575 
The dart a tide of ſpouting gore purſued, | 
And gladden'd Troy with fight of hoſtile blood. 
Now troops on troops the fainting chief invade, 
Forc'd he recedes, and loudly calls for aid. + 
Thrice to its pitch his lofty voice he rears; 3580 
The well-known voice thrice Menelaiis hears ; 
Alarm'd, to Ajax Telamon he cry'd, 
Who ſhares his labours, and defends his fide. 
O friend! Ulyſſes ſhouts invade my ear; 
. Diſtreſs'd he ſeems, and no aſſiſtance near: «585 
Strong as he is; yet, one oppos'd to all, 
Oppreſs'd by multitudes, the beſt may fall. 
Greece, robb'd of him, muſt bid her hott deſpair, 
And feel a loſs, not ages can repair. 
Then, where the cry directs, his courſe he bends ; 
Great Ajax, like the God of war, attends, 
prudent chief in ſore diſtreſs they found, 

With bands of furious Trojans compaſs'd round, 

A 2 As 


ILIAD, Book X.. 341 


As when ſome huntſman, with a flying ſpear, 
From the blind thicket wounds a ſtately deer; 595 
Down his cleft ſide while freſh the blood diſtills,” 
He bounds aloft, and ſcuds from hills to hills: 
Till life's warm vapour iſſuing through the wound, 
Wild mountain-wolves the fainting beaſt ſurround ; 
"Juſt as their jaws his proftrate limbs invade, 609 
The lion ruſhes through the woodland ſhade, 
The wolves, though hungry, ſcour diſpers'd away ; 
The lordly ſavage vindicates his prey. 
Ulyſſes thus, unconquer'd by his pains, 
A fingle warriour, half An hoſt ſuſtains : 608 
But ſoon as Ajax heayts hi$ tower-like ſhield, 
The ſcatter*d crouds fly frighted o'er the field; 
Atrides' arm the ſinkin hero ſtays, 
And, fay'd from numbe , to his car conveys. 
* Victorious Ajax plies the routed crew; 610 
And firſt Doryclus, Priam's fon, he flew, 
On ſtrong Pandocus next inflits a wound, 
And lays Lyſander bleeding on the ground. 
As when a torrent, ſwell'd with wintery rains, 
Pours from the mountains o'er the delug'd plains, 
And pines and oaks, from their foundations torn, 
A country's ruins ! to the ſeas are borne : 
Fierce Ajax thus o'erwhelms the yielding throng ; 
Men, ſteeds, and chariots, roll in heaps along. 
But Hector, from this ſcene of ſlaughter far, 626 
Rag'd on the left, and rul'd the tide of war: | 
Loud groans proclaim his progreſs through the plain, 
And deep Scamander ſwells with heaps of ſlain. + 
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There Neſtor and Idomeneus oppoſe 
The warriour's fury, there the battle glows ; 625 
There fierce on foot, or from the chariot's height, 
His ſword deforms the beauteous ranks of fight. 
The ſpouſe of Helen dealing darts around; 
Had pierc'd Machaon with a diſtant wound: 
In his right ſhoulder the broad ſhaft appear'd, 630 
And trembling Greece for her phyſician fear' d. 
To Neſtor then Idomeneus begun: 
Glory of Greece, old Neleus' valiant ſon ! 
Aſcend thy chariot, haſte-with ſpeed away, 
And great Machaon to the ſhips convey. 635 
A wiſe phyſician, {kill'd our wounds to heal, 
Is more than armies to the public weal. 
Old Neſtor mounts the ſcat ; beſide him rode 
The wounded offspring of the healing God. 
He lends the laſh ; the ſteeds with ſounding feet 640 
Shake the dry field, and thunder toward the fleet, 

But now Cebriones, from Hector's car, 
Survey'd the various fortune of the war. 
While here (he cry'd) the flying Greeks are lain; WY 
Trojans on Trojans yonder load the plain. 64s 
Before great Ajax ſee the mingled throng 
Of men and chariots driven in heaps along! 
1 know him well, diſtinguiſh'd o'er the field 
By the broad glittering of the ſevep-fold ſhield. | 
Thither, O Hector, thither urge thy ſeeds, 65 
There danger calls, and there the combat bleeds, 
There horſe and foot in mingled deaths unite, 


And groans of ſlaughter mix with ſhouts cf fight. 
| | | X Thus 
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Thus having ſpoke, the driver's laſh reſounds; 
Swift through the ranks the rapid chariot bounds; 655 
Stung by the ſtroke, the courſers ſcour the fields, 
O'er heaps of carcaſſes, and hills of ſhields. | bl. 
The horſes? hoofs are bath'd/in heroes* gore, 1 
And, daſhing, purple all the car before ; | . 
The groaning axle fable drops diſtills, 660 4 

d mangled carnage clogs the rapid wheels. 1 
Here Hector, plunging through the thickeſt. fight, . == 
Brok&the dark phalanx, and let in the light: © 1 
(By the long lance, the ſword,. or. pondrous ſtone, 
The ranks lie ſcatter*d, and the troops o'erthrown) 
Ajax he ſhuns, through all the dire debate, 
And fears that arm, whoſe force he felt ſo late. 
But partial JIove, eſpouſing HeRor's part, 
Shot heaven-bred horrour through the Grecian's heart; 

Confus'd, unnerv'd in Hector's preſence grown, 670 
Amaz'd he ſtood, with. terrours not his own. 

O'er his broad back his 18 ſhield he threw, 
And, glaring round, tardy ſteps withdr 

Thus the grim lion his retreat maintains, © 
Beſet with watchful dogs, and-ſhouting ſwains 
Repuls'd by numbers from the nightly falls, 
Though rage impels him, and though hunger\c 


Then ſourly flow th* indignant beaſt retires, 
So turn'd ſtern Ajax, by whole hoſts repel!” 
While his ſwoln heart at — ſtep rebell'd. 
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Though round his ſides a wooden tempeſt rain, 

Crops the tall harveſt, and lays wake the plain; 685 
Thick on his hide the hollow blcws reſound, | 
The patient animal maintains his ground, 5 
Scarce from the field with all their efforts chas d, 
And ftirs but ſlowly when he ſtirs at laſt, 


On Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hung, 690 


The ftrokes redoubled on his buckler rung; 
Confiding now in bulky ſtrength he ſtands, - 
Now turns, and-backward- bears the yielding bands; 
Now tiff recedes, yet hardly ſeems to fly, 
And threats his followers with retort 
Fix'd as the bar between two warring 
While hiſſing darts deſcend i in iron ſhowers : 

In his broad buckler many a weapon ſtood, 


And many a javelin, guiltleſs on the plaiy, - , 700 


Its ſurface briſtled with a quivering wh 
Marks the dry duſt, and thirſts for blood) in vain, 


But bold Eurypylus his aid imparts, | 
And dauntleſs ſprings beneath a cloud of darts; 
Whoſe eager javelin lanch'd againſt the foe, 


Great Apiſaon felt the fatal blow; 705 


From his torn liver the red current flow'd, 

And his ſlack knees deſert their dying load, 

The victor ruſhing to deſpoil the dead, 

From Paris“ bow a vengeful arrow fled: 

Fix'd in his nervous thigh the weapon ſtood, 710 
Fix'd was the point, but broken was the wood. 


Back to the lines the wounded Greek retir'd, 
Vet thus, retreating, his aſſociates fir'd, 


What 


- 
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What God, O Grecians has your heart diſmay'd ? 


Od, turn to arms; tis Ajax claims your aid. 715 


This hour he ſtands the mark of hoſtile rage, 
And this the laſt brave battle he ſhall wage; 


* Haſte, join your forces; from the gloomy grave 


The warriour reſcue, - and your country fpve. 


Thus urg'd the chief; a generous troop appears, 
Who ſpread their bucklers, and advance their ſpears, 


To guard their wounded friend: while thus they ſtand 
With pious care, great Ajax joins the band : | 
Each takes new courage at the hero's ſight ; 


The hero'rallies and renews the fight. — 8 


Thus rag'd both armies like conflicting fires, 


While Neſtor's chariot far from fight retires: 


His courſers ſteep'd in ſweat, and ſtain'd with gore, 
The Greeks preſerver, great Machaon, bore. U 


That hour, Achilles from the topmoſt height 530 


Of his proud fleet, o erlook d the fields of fight; 
His feaſted eyes beheld around the plain 


The Grecian rout, the ſlaying, and the ſlain, 2 | 


His friend Machaon fingled from the reſt, 


A tranſient pity touch'd his vengeful breaſt, 735 


Straight to Mencetius' much-lov'd ſon he ſent ; 
Graceful as Mars, Patroolus quits his tent : 
In evil hour ! Then fate decreed his doom; A» 
And fix'd the date of all his woes to come, A 

Why calls my friend? Thy lov'd injunctions lay, 
Whate'er thy y will, Patroclus ſhall obey, 

O firſt of friends ! (Pelides thus reply d) 


Still at my heart, and ever at my fide! 


* The 
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The time is come, when yon deſpairing hoſt 

Shall learn the value of the man they loſt; 745 
Now at my knees the Greeks ſhall pour their moan, 
And proud Atrides tremble on his throne. 

Go now to Neſtor, and from him be taught 

What wounded warriour late his chariot brought? 
For, ſeen at diſtance, and but ſeen behind 750 
His form recall'd Machaon to my mind; 6 

Nor could I, through yon cloud, diſcern his fe, 
The courſers paſt: me with ſo ſwift a pace. 

The hero ſaid. His friend obey d with 3 
Through intermingled ſhips and tents he paſt; 755 
The chiefs deſcending from their car he found ʒ 

The panting ſteeds Eurymedon unbound... 
The warriours ſtanding on the breezy ore, 

To dry their ſweat, and waſh away the gore, 

Here paus'd a moment, while the gentle gale 760 
Convey'd that freſhneſs the cool ſeas exhale z 

Then to conſult on farther methods went, 

And took their ſeats beneath the ſhady tent. 

The draught preſcrib'd, fair Hecamede prepares, 
Arfinous' daughter, grac'd with golden hairs: 765 
{Whom to his aged arms, a royal ſlave, 

Greece, as the prize of Neſtor's wiſdom, gave). 

A table firſt with azure feet ſhe plac'd ; 
_ Whoſe ample orb a brazen charger grac'd : 

Honey new - preſs d, the ſacred flower of wheat. 770 
And wholſome garlick crown'd the ſavory treat. 
Next her white hand a ſpacious goblet brings, 


A — ſacred to the Pylian kings 
| From 
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1ILIA D, 
From eldeſt times: the maſly ſculptur'd vaſe, 
Glittering with golden ſtuds, four handles grace 
And curling vines around each handle roll'd 
Support two turtle-doves emboſs'd in gold. 
A maſſy weight, yet heav'd with eaſe by him, 
When the briſk nectar 6verlook'd the brim, | 
Temper'd in this, the nymph of form divine 780 
Pours a large portion of the Pramnian wine; 
With goat's-milk cheeſe a flavorous taſtebeſtows, 
And laſt with flour the ſmiling — 
This for the wounded prince the dame prepates ; 
The cordial beverage reverend Neſtar ſhares :\ 
Salubricus dxaughts the warriours” thirſt allay, 
conference beguiles the day. | 


Old Neſtor Nſing then, the hero led 790 
To his high ſedt the chief refus'd, and faid, 
Tis now no ſeaſon for theſe kind delays ;; 
The great Achilles with impatience ſtays. 
To great Achilles this reſpect I oπ s- 
Who aſks what hero, wounded by the foe, 795 
Was borne from combat by thy foaming ſteeds. 
With grief I ſee the great Machaon bleeds, 
This to report, my haſty courſe I bend; 
Thou know'ſt the fiery temper of my friend. 

Can then the ſons of Greece (the ſage rejoin'd) 800 
Excite compaſhon in Achilles* mind ? 
Seeks he the ſorrows of our hoſt to know ? 
This is not half the ſtory of our woe. / 
Tel} 
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348 POPE'S HOMER. 

Tell him, not great Machaon bleeds alone. 

Our braveſt heroes in the navy groan, | 80 5 
Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, Diomed, | 

And ftern Eurypylus, already bleed. 


But ah l, what flattering hopes I entertain! > 4 | 


Achilles heeds not, but derides our pain : 
Ev'n till the flames conſume our fleet he ſtays, 810 
And waits the riſing of the fatal blaze. 

Chiefafter chief the raging foe deſtroys; 

Calm he looks on, and every death enjoys. 

Now the flow courſe of all- impairing time 

Unſtrings my nerves, and ends my manly prime; 315 
Oh! had I ſtill that ſtrength my youth poſſeſs'd, 
When this bold arm th' Epeian powers oppreſs'd, 
The bulls of Elis in glad triumph led, 

And ſtretch'd the great Itymonzus dead | 
Then, from my fury fled the trembling ſwains, 820 
And ours was all the plunder of the plans: 
Fifty white flocks; full fifty herds of Ane, > 


As many goats, as many lowing kine: 5 

And thrice the number of ynrival'd ſteeds, 

All teeming females, = generous breeds. 825 

Theſe, as my firſt eſſay of/arms, I won; 

Old Neleus glory'd in his tonquering ſon. 

Thus Elis forc'd, her long arrears reſtor'd, 

And ſhares were parted to each Pylian lord. 

The ſtate of Pyle was ſunk to laſt deſpair, 830 

When the proud Elians firſt commenc'd the war. 

For Neleus' ſons Alcides' rage had ſlain; 

Of twelve bold brothers, I alone remain | 
| Oppreſs d 
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Oppreſs'd, we arm'd ; and now this conqueſt gain'd, 


My. fire three hundred choſen ſheep obtain'd. 
(That large repriſal he might juſtly claim, 


For prize defrauded, and rey ar WY 
When Elis' monarch at the public co 


Detain'd his chariot and vitorious horſe.) 
The reſt the people ſna d; myſelf ſurvey'd 
The juſt partition, and N victims pay'd. 
Three days were paſt, when Elis roſe to war, 
With many a courſer, and with many a car; 
The ſons of Actor at their army's head 


(Young as they were) the vengeful ſquadrons led. 845 


High on a rack fair Thryoeſſa ſtands, 
Our utmoſt frontier on the Pylian lands ; 
Not far the ſtreams of fam'd Alpbhæus flow; 


The ſtream they paſs'd, and pitch'd their tents below. 
850 


Pallas, deſcending in the ſhades of night, 
Alarms the Pylians, and commands the fight. 


835 


840 


Each burns for fame, and ſwells with martial pride 


Myſelf the foremoſt ; but my fire deny'd; 


Fear'd for my youth, expos'd to ſtern alarms ® 


And ſtopp'd my chariot, and{detain'd my arms. 

My fire deny'd in vain : on Toot I fled 

Amidſt our chariots : for the Goddeſs led. 
Along fair Areng's delightful plain, 

Soft Minyas rolls his waters to the main. 

There, horſe and foot, the Pylian troops unite, 


360 


And, ſheath'd in arms, expect the dawning light. 
Thence, ere the ſun advanc'd his noon-day flame, 


To great Alphzus' ſacred ſource we came, 


Fx 


There 
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350 POPE'S' HOME R. 

There firſt to Jove our ſolemn rites were paid; 

An untam'd heifer-pleas'd the blue-ey'd Maid; 86g 
A bull Alphæus; and a bull was ſlain 

To the blue monarch of the watery main. 

In arms we ſlept, beſide the winding flood, 

While round the town the fierce Epeians ſtood. 

Soon as the fun, with all-revealing ray, 870 
Flam'd in the front of heaven, and gave the day; 
Bright ſcenes of arms, and works of war appear ; 
The nations meet; there Pylos, Elis here. 

The firſt who fell, beneath my javelin bled; 

King Aygds' ſon, and ſpouſe of Agamede : 875 
(She that all ſimples' healing virtues knew, 

And every herb that drinks the morning dew.) 

1 ſeiz'd his car, the van of battle led ; 

Th' Epeians ſaw, they trembled, and they fled. 

The foe diſpers'd, their braveſt warriour kill'd, $89 
Fierce as a. whirlwind now I ſwept the field: 

Full fifty captive chariots grac'd my tygi 
Two chiefs from each, fell breathleſs to the plain. 
Then Actor's ſon had dy'd, but Neptune fhrouds 
The youthful heroes in a veil of clouds, 885 
O'er heapy ſhields, and o'er the proſtrate throng, 
Collecting ſpoils, and flaughtering all along, 


Where o'er the vales th' Olenian rocks aroſe ; 


Through wide Bupraſian fields we forc'd the foes, 


Till Pallas ſtopp'd us where Aliſium flows. 890 


Ev'n there the hindmoſt of their rear J ſlay, 
And the ſame arm that led, concludes the day, 
7 hen back to Pyle triumphant take my way. 


There 
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There to high Jove were public thanks aſſign d, 
As firſt of Gods; to Neſtor, of mankind. 895 
Such then I was, impell'd by youthful blood; 


So prov'd my valour for my country's good. TH 


Achilles with unactive.tury glows, 
And gives to paſſion what to Greece he owes, 


. How ſhall he grieve, when to th' eternal ſhade 90 


Her hoſts ſhall fink, nor his the pawer to aid? 
O friend! my, memory recalls the day, 
When, gathering aids along the Grecian ſea, 
I, and Ulyſſes, touch'd at Pthia's port, 


And enter'd Peleus' hoſpitable court. * : 


A. bull to Jove he ſlew in ſacrifice, 

And pour'd libations on the flaming thighs. 

Thyſelf, Achilles, and thy reverend fire 

Mencetius, turn'd.the fragments on the fire. 

Achilles ſees us, to the feaſt invites; | 910 
Social we fit, and ſhare the genial rites. 

We then explain'd the cauſe on which we came, 
Urg'd you to arms, and found you fierce for fame. 
Your ancient fathers generous precepts gave; 

Peleus ſaid only this“ My ſon ! be brave,” 918 
Mencetius thus: * Though great Achille dchine 

In ſtrength ſuperior, and of race divine, 

«« Yet cooler thoughts thy elder years attend; 

© Let thy juſt counſels aid, and rule thy friend.“ 
Thus ſpoke your father at Theſſalia's court; 920 
Words now forgot, though now of vaſt import. 

Ah! try the utmoſt that a friend can ſay, 

Such gentle force the fierceſt minds,obey. 
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Some favedving God Achilles' heart may move; 
Though deaf to glory, he may yield to love. 925 
If ſome dire oracle his breaſt alarm, 
If aught from heaven with-hold his ſaving arm; 
Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may ſhine, 
If thou but lead the Myrmidonian line; 
Clad in Achilles' arms, if thou appear, 930 
Proud Troy may tremble, and deſiſt from war; 
Preſs'd by freſh forces her o'er-labour'd train 
Shall ſeek their walls, and Greece reſpire again. 
This touch'd his generous heart, and from the tent 
Along the ſhore with haſty ſtrides he went; 035 
Soon as he came, where, on the crouded ſtrand, 
The public mart and courts of juſtice ſtand, 
Where the tall fleet of great Ulyſſes lies, 
And altars to the guardian Gods ariſe ; | 
There ſad he met the brave Evæmon's ſon, 949 
Large painful drops from all his members run ; 
An arrow's head yet rooted in his wound, 
The fable blood in circles mark'd the ground. 
As faintly reeling he confeſs'd the ſmart ; 
Weak was his pace, but dauntleſs was his heart; 945 
Divine compaſſion touch'd Patroclus* breaſt, 
Who, ſighing, thus his bleeding friend 1 vom 
Ah, hapleſs leaders of the Grecian hoft ! 
Thus muſt ye periſh on a barbarous coaſt ? 
Is this your fate, to glut the dogs with'gore, 
Far from your friends, and from your native ſhore ? 
Say, great Eurypylus ! ſhall Greece yet ſtand ? 
Reſiſts ſhe yet the raging Hector's hand? 
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Or are her heroes doom'd to die with ſhame, \ C 
And this the period of our wars and fame ? 955 

Eurypylus replies: No more, my friend, © 
Greece is no more! this day her glories end. 114 
Ev'n to the ſhips victorious Troy purſues, | 14 
Her force encreaſing as her toil renews. 
Thoſe chiefs, that us'd her utmoſt rage to meet, 
Lie pierc'd with wounds, and bleeding in the fleet, 
But thou, Patroclus ! act a friendly part, 
| Lead to my ſhips, and draw this deadly dart; 
With lukewarm water waſh the gore away, 
With healing balms the raging ſmart allay, 5 
Such as ſage Chiron, fire of pharmacy, 
Once taught Achilles, and Achilles thee, 
Of two fam'd ſurgeons, Podalirius ftands 
This hour ſurrounded by the Trojan bands; 
And great Machaon, wounded in his tent, 970 
Now wants that ſuccour which fo oft he lent. 

To him the chief. What then remains to do ? 
Th' event of things the Gods alone can view. 
Charg'd by Achilles' great command I fly, 
And bear with haſte the Pylian king's reply: 975 
But thy diſtreſs this inſtant claims relief. 
He ſaid, and in his arms upheld the chief. 
The ſlaves their maſter's flow approach ſurvey' d, 
And hides of oxen on the floor diſplay'd: | #4 
Thee ſtretch'd at length the wounded hero lay, 980 
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Patroclus cut the forky ſteel away. 1 
Then in his hands a bitter root he bruis'd ; 1 1 
The wound he waſh'd, the ftyptic juice infus'd. 4 = 


The clofing fleſh that inſtant ceas'd to glow, 
The wound to tortyre, and the blood to flow, | 
Vor. I. | Aa To 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Battle at the Grecian Wall. 


THE Greeks being retired into their entrenchments, 
Hector attempts to force them; but it proving im- 
poſlible to paſs the ditch, Polydamas adviſes to quit 
their chariots, and manage the attack on foot. The 
"Trojans follow his counſel, and, having divided 
their army into five bodies of foot, begin the aſſault. 
But upon the ſignal of an eagle with a ſerpent in 
his talons, which appear'd on the left hand of the 
Trojans, Polydamas endeavours to withdraw them 
again. This Hector oppoſes, and continues the at- 
tack ; in which, after many actions, Sarpedon makes 
the firſt breach in the wall: Hector alſo caſting a 
ſtone of a vaſt ſize, forces open one of the gates, 
and enters at the head of his troops, who yiftoriouſly 
purſue the Grecians even to their ſhips, 


IE 
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HILE thus the hero's pious cares attend 

5 The cure and ſafety of his wounded friend, 
Trojans and Greeks with claſhing ſhields engage, 
And mutual deaths are dealt with mutual rage. 
Nor long the trench Ir lofty walls oppoſe; 

With Gods averſe th' ill-fated works aroſe ; 
Their powers neglected, and no victim flain, 

The walls were rais'd, the trenches ſunk in vain. 


Try* 


ument of mortal hands ! 10. 
This ſtood, while Hector and Achilles rag'd, 

While ſacred Troy the warring hoſts engag'd ; 

But when her ſons were flain, her city burn'd, - 
And what ſurviv'd of Greece to Greece return'd ; 


Then Neptune and Apollo ſhook the ſhore, 15 

Then Ida's ſummits pour'd their watery ſtore; 11 
Rheſus and Rhodius then unite their rills, 1 q 
Careſus roaring down th tony bills, S 1 ? 


ZEſopus, Granicus, with mingle&force, | 14 
And Xanthus foaming from his fruitful ſource Kd 
And gulphy Simois, rolling to the main 


Helmets, and ſhiclds,” and god- like heroes ſizin: _.. 
2223 Theſe 
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Theſe turn'd by Phoebus from their wonted ways, 
Delug'd the rampire nine continual days; 

The weight of waters ſaps the yielding wall, 25 
And to the ſea the floating bulwarks fall. 
Inceſſant cataracts the thunderer paurs, 

And half the ſkies deſcend in ſluicy ſhowers. 

The God of Ocean, marching ſtern before, 

With his huge trident wounds the trembling ſhore, 30 
Vaſt ſtones and piles from their foundation heaves, 
And whelms the ſmoky ruin in. the waves. | 
Now ſmooth'd with ſand, and level'd by the flood, 

No fragment tells where once the wonder ſtood ; 

In their old bounds the rivers roll again, 35 
Shine twixt the hills, or wafſcyr o'er the plain. 

But this the Gods in later times perform: 

As yet the bulwar& ſtood, and brav'd the ſtorm; 

The ſtrokes yet echoed be mending powers; 

War thunder'd at the gates, and bfood diftain'd the 
Smote by the arm of Jove, and dire diſmay, I towers. 
Cloſe by their hollow ſhips the Grecians lay: 

HeCtor's approach in every wind they' hear, 

And Hector's fury every moment fear. 

He, like a whirlwind, toſs'd the ſcattering throng, 45 
Mingled the troops, and droye the field along. 
So midit the dogs and hunters daring bands, 

Fierce of his might, a boar or lion ſtands ; 

Arm'd foes around a dreadful<rcle form, 

And hiſſing javelins rain an iron ſtorm : 50 
His powers untam'd their bold affault defy, 
And where he turns, the rout diſpexſe, or die: 
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all; 


He foams, he glares, he bounds againſt them 
And if he falls, his courage makes him fall, 
With equal rage encompaſs'd Hector glows; 
INC armies, and the trenches ſhows. 
The panting ſteeds impatient fury breathe, 
But ſnort and tremble at the gulph beneath; 


Juſt on the brink they neigh, and paw the ground, 


And the turf trembles, and the ſkies reſound. 
Eager they view'd the 2 dark and deep, 
Vaſt was the leap, and headlong hung the ſteep; 
| The bottom bare, (a formidable ſhow !) 

And briftled thick with ſharpen'd ſtakes below. 
The foot alone this ſtrong defence could faxce, 
And try the paſs impervious to the horſe. 

This ſaw Polydamas; who, wiſely brave, 

Reſtrain'd great Hector, and this counſel gave. 
Oh thou ! bold leader of the Trojan ban 

And you, confederate chiefs from ds! 

What entrance here can cumbrous chariots 

The ſtakes beneath, the Grecian walls behi 

No paſs through thoſe, without a thouſand 

No ſpace for combat in yon narrow bounds, 

Proud of the favours mighty Jove has es. 

On certain dangers we too raſhly run: 

If *tis his will aur haughty foes to tame, 

Oh may this in d the Grecian name! 

Here, far from Argos let their heroes fall, 
And one great day deſtroy, and bury all! 
But ſhould they turn, and here oppreſs our train, 
What hopes, what methods of retreat remain ? 
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The courſers fed on Selle's winding ſhore, 
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Wedg'd in the trench, by our own troops confus'd, | 
In one promiſcuous carnage critſh'd and bruis'd ; 

All Troy muſt periſh, if their arms prevail, fr 
Nor ſhall a Trojan live to tell the tale. 

Hear then, ye warriours ! and cbey with ſpeed ; 

Back from the trenches let your ſteeds be led, 

Then all alighting, wedg'd in firm array, 

Proceed en foot, and Hector lead the way, 207 
80 Greece ſhall ſtoop before our conquering power, 
And this (if Jove eonſent) her fatal hour. 

This counſel pleas'd : the god-like Hector ſprung 
Swift from his ſeat; his clanging armour rung, 
The chief's example follow'd by his train, 95 
Each quits his car, and iſſues on the plain. 

By orders ſtri& the charioteers enjoin'd, 

Compel the courſers to their ranks behind. 

The forces part in five diſtinguiſh'd bands, 

And all obey their ſereral chiefs commands. 100 
The beſt and braveſt in the firſt conſpire, 

Pant for the fight, and threat the fleet with fire : 
Great Hector glorious in the van of theſe, 

Polydamas, and brave Cebriones. 

Before the next the graceful Paris ſhines, 105 
And bold Alcathoiis, and Agenor joins, 

The ſons of Priam with the third appear, 

Deiphobus, and Helenus the ſeer; 

In arms with theſe the mighty Aſius ſtood, 

Who drew from Hyrtacus his noble blood, 110 
And whom Ariſba's yellow courſers bore, ä 


Antenor's 
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Antenor's ſons the fourth battalion guide, 

And great Eneas, born on fountful Ide, | 

Divine Sarpedon the laſt band obey d, 125 

Whom Glaucus and Aſteropœus aid, 1 a 

Next him, the braveſt at their army's head, 

But he more brave than all the hoſts he led. 

Now with compacted ſhields in cloſe array, 

The moving legions ſpeed their headlong way: 120 

Already in their hopes they fire the fleet, | 

And ſee the Grecians gaſping at their feet. 
While every Trojan thu d every aid, „ 

Th' advice of wiſe Polydamas obey'd; 

Aſtus alone, confiding in his car, ws | 

His yaunted courſers urg'd to meet the war. 

Unhappy hero! and advis'd in vain ! 

Thoſe wheels returning ne'er ſhall mark the plain 

No more thoſe courſers with triumphant joy 

Reſtore their maſter to the gates of Troy 130 

Black death attends behind the Grecian wall, 

And great Idomeneus ſhall boaſt thy fall. 

Fierce to the left he drives, where from the plain 

The flying Grecians ſtrove their ſhips to gain; 

Swift through the wall their horſe and chariots paſt, 

The gates half-open'd to receive the laſt. 

'Thither, exulting in his force, he flies : F 

His following hoſt with clamours rend the ſkies ; 

To plunge the. Grecians headlong in the main, 

Such their proud hopes, but all their hopes were vain ! 
To guard the gates, two mighty chiefs attend, 


Who from the Lapiths warlike race deſcend ; 
> Rs This 
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This Polypœtes, great Perithoiis' heir, 

And that Leonteus, like the God of war. ; 
As two tall oaks, before the wall they riſe; 146 
Their roots in earth, their heads amidſt the ſkies : 
Whoſe ſpreading arms with leaſy honours crown'd, 
Forbid the tempeſt, and protect: the ground; 

High on the hill appears their ſtately form, 

And their deep roots for ever brave the ſtorm. 150 
So graceful theſe, and ſo the ſhock they ſtand 

Of raging Aſius, and his furious band. 

Oreſtes, Acamus, in front appear, 

And Oenomaus and 'Thopn cloſe the rear; 

In. yain their clamours ſhake- the ambient fields, 155 
In vain around them beat their hollow ſhields ; | 
The fearleſs brothers on the Brecians call, 

To guard their navies, and defend the wall. 

Ev'n when they ſaw Troy's ſable troops impend, 

And Greece tumultuous from her towers deſcend, 160 
Forth from the portals ruſh'd th' intrepid pair, 
Oppos d their breaſts, and ſtood themſelves the war. 
So two wild boars ſpring furious from their den, 
Rous'd with the cries of dogs and voice of men; 

On every ſide the crackling trees they tear, 165 
And root the ſhrubs, and lay the foreſt bare; 
They gnaſh their tuſks, with fire their eye-balls roll, 
Till ſome wide wound lets out their mighty ſoul. 
Arounl their heads the whiſtling javelins ſung, | 
With ſounding, ſtrokes their brazen targets rung; 170 
Fierce was the fight, while yet the Grecian powers 


Maintain'd the walls, and mann'd the lofty towers : 
To 


| ! 
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Jo fave their fleet, the laſt efforts they try, | _— 
And ſtones and darts in mingled tempeſts fly. p | | 
As when ſharp Bores.s blows abroad, and brings *| ö 
The dreary winter on his frozen wings; '- Bb 
Beneath the low-hung clouds the ſheets. of {xow j 
Deſcend, and whiten all the fields below: 1 | | 


So faſt the darts on either army pour, 
do down the rampires roll the rocky thower ; 180 17 
Heavy and thick, reſound the batter'd ſhields, i | 
And the.deaf echo rattles round the fields. K a 
With ſhame repuls'd, with grief and ns N f 

The frantic Aſius thus accuſes heaven: | 
In powers immortal who ſhall now believe? 185 g 'F| 
Can thoſe too flatter, and can Jove deceive ? | 
What man could doubt but Troy's victorious power 
Should humble Greece, and this her fatal hour ? 
But like when waſps. from hollow. crannies drive, 
To guard the entrance of their common hive, 190 

Darkening the rock, while with unweary'd wings . 
They ſtrike th' aſſailants, and infix their ſtings; 

A race determin'd, that to death contend 

So fierce theſe.Greeks their laſt retreats defend. 

Gods! ſhall two warriours only guard their gates, 195 

| Repel an army, and defraud the Fates? 
| Theſe empty accents, mingled with the wind; 

Nor mov'd great Jove's unalterable mind; 

To god-like Hector and his matchleſs might | 
Was ow'd the glory of the deſtin'd fight. 200 
Like deeds of arms through all the forts were 9 4 
And all the gates ſuſtain d an equal tide; 
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Through the long walls the ſtony ſhowers were heard, 
The blaze of flames, the flaſh of arms appear'd. 

The ſpirit of a God my breaſt inſpire, 205 
To raiſe each act to life, and ſing with fire! 

While Greece unconquer'd kept alive the war, 

Secure of death, confiding in deſpair; 

And all her guardian Gods, in deep diſmay, 

With unaſſiſting arms deplor'd the day. 210 

Ev'n yet the dauntleſs Lapithæ maintain 

The dreadful paſs, and round them heap the ſlain. 
Firſt Damaſus, by Polypœtes' ſteel 

Pierc'd through his helmet's brazen vizor, fell; 

The weapon'drank the mingled brains and gore; 215 
'The warriour ſinks, tremendous now no more ! 

Next Ormenus and Pylon yield their breath. 

Nor leſs Leonteus ſtrows the field with death: 
Firſt through the belt Hippomachus he gor'd, 
Then ſudden wav'd his unreſiſted ſword ; 220 
Antiphates, as through the ranks he broke, 
The faulchion ſtruck, and fate purſued the ſtroke ; 


. Jamenus, Oreſtes, Menon, bled ; 


And round him roſe a monument of dead. 

- Meantime, the braveſt of the Trojan crew, 225 
Bold Hector and Polydamas purſue ; 8 
Fierce with impatience on the works to fall, 

And wrap in rolling flames the fleet and wall. 

Theſe on the farther bank now ſtood and gaz d, 

By heaven alarm'd, by prodigies amaz'd ; 230 
A ſignal omen ſtopp'd the paſſing hoſt, 8 
Their martial fury in their wonder loſt. 


| 3 
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Jove's bird on ſounding pinions beat the ſkies ; 
A bleeding ſerpent of enormous ſize, 
His talons truſs'd; alive, and curling round, 235 
He ſtung the bird, whoſe throat receiv'd the wound: 


Mad with the ſmart, he drops the fatal prey, . 


In airy circle wings his painful way, 
Floats on the winds, and rends the heavens with cries: 
Amid{ the hoſt the fallen ſerpent lies. 240 
They, pale with terrour, mark its ſpires unroll'd, 
And Jove's portent with heating hearts behold. 
Then firſt Polydamas the ſilence broke, 
Long weigh'd the ſignal, and to Hector ſpoke. 

How oft, my brother, thy reproach I bear, 243 
For words well- meant, and ſentiments ſincere! 
T rueo thoſe counſels which I judge the beſt, 
I tell the faithful dictates of my breaſt. 
To ſpeak his thoughts, is every freeman's right, 
In peace and war, in council and in fight; 230 
And all I move, deferring to thy wa, 4 
But tends to raiſe that power which I obey. _ -* 
Then hear my words, nor may my words be yain ; 
Seek not, this day, the Grecian. ſhips to gain; 5 


For ſure to warn us Jove his omen ſent, 255 


And thus, my mind explains its clear event. 

The victor eagle, whoſe ſiniſter flight 

Retards our hoſt, and fills our hearts with fright, 
Diſmiſs'd his conqueſt in the middle ſkies, 


Allow'd to ſeize, but not poſſeſs the prize; abs 


Thus though we gird with fires the Grecian fleet, 


Though theſe proud bulwarks n at our fect, 
85 Toils 
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Toils unforeſeen, and fiercer, are decreed ; 

More woes ſhall follow, and more heroes bleed. 

So bodes my ſoul, and bids me thus adviſe : 265 
For thus a ſkilful ſeer would read the ſkies. S 

To him then Hector with diſdain return'd ; 

(Fierce as he ſpoke, his eyes with fury burn'd) 

Are theſe the faithful counfels of thy tongue? 

Thy will is partial, not thy reaſon wrong: 270 
Or, if the purpoſe of thy heart thou vent, 

Sure heaven reſumes the little ſenſe it lent. 

What coward counſels would thy madneſs move, 
Againſt the word, the will reveal'd of Jove? 

The leading fign; thꝰ irrevocable nod, 275 
And happy thunders of the favouring God, 

Theſe ſhall I ſhght? and guide my wavering mind 
By wandering birds, that flit with every wind? 

Ye vagrants of the ſky ! your wings extend, 

Or where the ſuns ariſe, or where deſcend; 280 
To right, to left, unheeded take your way, | 
While I the dictates of high heaven obey. 

Without a ſign his ſword the brave man draws, : 

And aſks no omen but his country's cauſe. 

But why ſhouldft thou ſuſpe&t-the war's ſucceſs ? * 285 
None fears · it more, as none promotes it leſs : 

'Though all our chiefs amid yon-ſhips expire; 
Truſt thy own cowardicet* efcape their fire. 

Troy and her ſons may find a general grave, 

But thou canſt live, far thou canſt bea flave; 290 
Yet ſhould the fears that wary mind ſuggeſts 
Spread their cold poiſon through our ſo]diers* breaſts, 
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My. javelin can revenge ſo baſe a part, | 
And free the ſoul that quivers in thy heart. 
Furious he ſpoke, and, ruſhing to the wall, 295 
Calls on his hoſt; his hoſt obey the. call; | 
With ardour follow where their leader flies: 
Pedoubling clamours thunder in the ſkies. 
Jove breathes a whirlwind from the hills of Ide, 
And drifts of duſt the clouded navy hide: 300 
He fills the Greeks with terrour and diſmay, 
And gives great Hector the predeſtin'd day. 
Strong in themſelves, but ſtronger in- their aid, 
Cloſe to the works their rigid ſiege they laid. 
In vain the mounds and maſſy beams defend, 305 
While theſe they undermine, and thoſe they rend; 
Upheave the piles that prop the ſolid wall; 
And heaps on heaps the ſmoky ruins falh 
Greece on her rampart ſtands the fierce alarms ; 
The crouded bulwarks blaze with waving arms, 310 
Shield touching ſhield, a long refulgent row; 
Whence hiſſing darts, inceſſant, rain below. 
The bold Ajaces fly from tower to tower, 
And rouſe, with flame divine, the Grecian power. 
The generous impulſe every Greek obeys ;. 315. 
Threats urge the fearful; and the valiant, praiſe. 
Fellows in arms] whoſe deeds are known to fame, 
And you whoſe ardour hopes an equal name! 
Since not alike endued with force or art ;. 
Behold a day when each may act his part 
A day to fire the brave, and warm the cold, 
To gain new glories, or augment the old. 
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Urge thoſe who ſtand; and thoſe who faint, excite; 
Drown Hettor's yaunts in loud exhorts of fight ; 
Conqueſt, not ſafety, fill the thoughts of all; 425 
Seek not your fleet, but ſally from t wall; 
So Jove once more may drive their routed train, 
And Troy lie trembling in her walls again. 

Their ardour kindles all the Grecian powers; 
And now the ſtones deſcend in heavier ſhowers, 3 30 
As when high Jove his ſharp qrtillery forms, 
And opes his cloudy aging ſtorms; 
In winter's. bleak, uncomfortable reign, 
A ſnowy inundation hides the plain | 
He ſtills the winds, and bids the ſkies to ſleep; 335 
Then pours the filent tempeſt, thick and deep: 
And firſt the mountain-tops are cover'd o'er, 
Then the green fields, and then the ſandy ſhore ; 


Bent with the weight the nodding woods are ſeen, 


And one bright waſte hides all the works of men : 349 
The circling ſeas alone abſorbing all, | 
Drink the difſolying fleeces as. they fall. 
So from each fide increas d the ſony rain, 
And the white ruin riſes o'er the plain, 

Thus god- like Hector and his troops contend 343 
To force the ramparts, and the gates to rend; 
Nor Troy c could conquer, nor the Greeks would yield, 
Till great Sarpedon tower d amid the field; 
For mighty Jove inſpir d with martial flame 
His matchleſs ſon, and urg'd him on to fame. 3 5 
In arms he ſhines, conſpicuous from afar, 


And bears aloft his ample ſhield in air; 


Within 
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Within whoſe orb the thick bull-hides were roll'a, pi 
Ponderous with braſs, and bound with ductile gold: I 
And while two pointed javelins arm his hands, 355 l 
Majeſtic moves along, and leads his Lycian bands. il 
So, preſs'd with hunger, from the mountains brow uw 
Deſcends a lion on the flocks below; "| 
So ftalks the lordly ſavage o'er the plain, * 1 
In ſullen majeſty, and ſtern diſdain: 2160 wr 
In vain loud maſtives bay him from afar, | | 
And ſhepherds gall him with an iron war ; * 
Regardleſs, furious, he purſues his way ; f 1 1 
He foams, he roars, he rends the panting pre7ß. 4 
Reſolv'd alike, di ine Sarpedon glows | 
With generons rage that drives him on the foes, - | 
He views the towers, and meditates their fall, 11 
To ſure deſtruction dooms th* afpiring wall ; 


Then, caſting on his friend an ardent look, 4 | 

Fir'd with the thirſt of glory, thus he ſpoke. 474. | 
Why boaſt we, Glaucus ! our extended reign, 

Where Xanthus* ſtreams enrich the Lycian plain, 

Our numerous herds that range the fruitful field, 

And hills where vines their purple harveſt yield, 

Our fAiming bowls with purer neftar crown'd, 323 

Our feaſts enhanc'd with muſick's ſprightly ſound! 

Why on thoſe ſhores are we with joy ſurvey'd, 

Admir'd as heroes, and as Gods obey'd ; 

Unleſs great acts ſuperior merit prove, 

And vindicate the bounteous powers above? 486 

Tis ours, the dignity they give to grace; f 

The firſt in yalour, as the firſt in place ; ö 
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That when with wondering eyes our martial bands 
Behold our deeds tranſcending our commands, 
Such, they may cry, deſerve the ſovereign ſtate, 383 
Whom thoſe that envy, dare not imitate | 
Could all our care elude the gloomy grave, 
Which claims no leſs the fearful than the brave, 
For luſt of fame I ſhould not vainly dare 
In fighting fields, nor urge thy ſoul to war. 390 
But ſince, alas! ignoble age muſt come, | 
Diſeaſe, and death's inexorable doom; 
The life which others pay, let. us beſtow, 
And give to fame what we to nature owe; | 
Brave though we fall, and honour'd if we live, 395 
Or let us glory gain, or glory give? 
He ſaid; his words the liſtening. chief inſpire 
"With 5 warmth, and rouſe the warriour's fire; 
The troops Ele leaders with delight, | 
Ruſh to the foe, claim the promis'd fight, 400 
Meneſtheus from on high the ſtorm beheld 
'Threatening the fort, and blackening in the field: 
Around the walls he gaz'd, to view from far 
What aid appear'd.t* avert th' approaching war, 
And ſaw where Teucer with th* Ajaces ſtood, 40g 
Of fight inſatiate, prodigal of blood. 
In vain he calls; the din of helms and ſhields 
Rings to the ſkies, and echoes through the fields, 
e brazen hinges fly, the walls reſound, 
Heaven trembles, roar the mountains, thunders all the 
ground. 410 
Then thus to Thoos n with ſpeeed, (he ſaid) 
And urge the bold Ajaces to our aid; 


Their 
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Their ſtrength, united, beſt may help to bear | 
The bloody labours of the doubtful war: 
IIither the Lycian princes bend their courſe, 415: 
The beſt and braveſt of the hoſtile force. R 
But if too fiercely there the foes contend,; 
Let Telamon at leaſt our towers defend, 
And Teucer haſte with his unerring bow, 
To ſhare the danger, and repel the foe. 420 

Swift at the word, the herald ſpeeds along 
The lofty ramparts, through the martial throng ; 
And finds the heroes bath'd in ſweat and gore, 
Oppos'd in combat on the duſty ſhore. 
Ve valiant leaders of our warlike bands! 425 
Your. aid (ſaid 'Thoos) Peteus' fon demands, 
Vour ſtrength, united, beſt may help to bear 
The bloody-labours: of the doubtful war: 
Thither the Lycian princes bend their courſe, - 
The beſt and braveſt of the hoſtile force, 430 
But if too fiercely here the foes contend, | 
At leaſt, let Telamon th wers defend, 
And Teucer haſte with his ungrring bow, 
To ſhare the danger, and repel the foe. 

Straight to the fort great Ajax turn'd his care, 435 
And thus beſpoke his brothers of- the war. 
Now, valiant Lycomede! exert-ybur might, 
And, brave Ofleus, prove your force in hight< 
To you I truſt the fortune of'the field, [ 
TH by this arm the for ſhall be repel! g 440 
That done, expect me to complete the day 
Then, with his ſeven - fold ſhield, he ſtrode away. 
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With equal ſteps bold Teucer preſs'd the ſhore, 
Whoſe fatal bow the ſtrong Pandion bore. 

High on the walls appear'd the Lycian powers, 445 
Like ſome black tempeſt gathering round the towers; 
The Greeks, oppreſs'd, their utmoſt force unite, 
Prepar'd to labour in th* unequal fight; 

The war renews, mix'd ſhouts and groans ariſe ; 
Tumultuous clamour mounts, and thickens in the ſkies, 
Fierce Ajax firſt th* advancing hoſt invades, 

And ſends the brave Epicles to the ſhades, 

Sarpedon's friend; acroſs the warriour's way, 

Rent from the walls, a rocky fragment lay ; 

In modern ages not the ſtrongeſt ſwain 455 
Could heave th' unwieldy burthen from. the plain. 
He pois'd, and ſwung it round ; then, toſs'd on high, 
It flew with forte, and labour'd up the ſky ; 

Full on the Lycian's helmet thundering down, 

The ponderous ruin cruſh'd his batter'd crown. 460 
As ſkilful divers from ſome airy fteep, 

Headlong deſcend, and ſhoot into the deep, 

So falls Epicles; then in groans expires, 

And murmuring to the ſhades the ſoul retires. 

While to the ramparts daring Glaucus drew, 465 
From Teucer's hand a winged arrow flew ; 

The bearded ſhaft the deſtin'd paſſage found, 

And on his naked arm inflits a wound. 

The chief, who fear*d ſome foe's inſulting boaſt 

Might ſtop the progreſs of his warlike hoſt, 470 

Conceal'd the wound, and, leaping from his height, 

Retir'd reluctant from th' unfiniſh'd fight, : 
| Divine 
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Divine Sarpedon with regret beheld 
Diſabled Glaucus flowly quit the field; | 
His beating breaſt with generous ardour glows, 475 
He ſprings to fight, and flies upon the foes, 
Alcmaon firſt was doom'd his force to feel ; 
Deep in his breaſt he plung'd the pointed ſteel ; 
Then, from the yawning wound with fury tore 
The ſpear, purfued by guſhing ſtreams of gore; 480 
Down finks the warriour with a thundering ſound, 
His brazen armour rings againſt the ground. 

Swift to the battlement the victor flies, 
Tugs with full force, and every nerve applies; 


It ſhakes ; the ponderous ſtories disjointed yield; 485 


The rolling ruins ſmoke along the field. 

A. mighty breach appears, the walls he bare ; 

And, like a deluge, ruſhes in the war. 

At once bold Teucer draws the twanging bow, 

And Ajax ſends his javelin at the foe : 490 
Fix'd in his belt the feather d weapon ſtood, 

And through his buckler drove the trembling wood; 
But Jove was preſent in the dire debate, 

To ſhield his offspring, and avert his fate. 


The prince gave back, not meditating flight, 495 


But urging vengeahce, and ſeverer fight; 

Then, rais'd with hope, and fir'd with glory's charms, 
His fainting ſquadrons to new fury warms, 

O where, ye Lycians ! is the ſtrength you boaſt ? 


Your former fame and ancient virtue loſt ! 300 


The breach lies open, but your chief in vain 
Attempts alone the guarded paſs to gain: 


Unite, 
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Unite, and ſoon that hoſtile fleet ſhall fall; 
The force of powerful union conquers all. 

Phis jaſt rebuke inflam'd the Lyrian crew, 50'55 
They join, they thicken, and th aſſault .renew; 
Unmov'd th' embodied Greeles their fury dare, 

And fx d ſupport · the weight of all the war; 
Nor could the Greeks repel the Lycian powers, 
Nor the bold Lycians force the Grecian towers. 510 
As, on the confines of- adjoining grounds, 
Two ſtubborn fwaims with blows diſpute their bounds ; 
They tug, they ſweat ; but neither gain or yield, 
One foot, one inch, of the contended field: 
Thus obſtinate to death they fight, they fall; 515 
Nor theſe can keep, nor thoſe can win the wall. 
Their manly. breaſts are-pierc'd with many a wound, 
Loud ſtrokes are. heard, and rattling arms refound, 
The copious ſlaughter covers all the ſhore, - 
And the high ramparts drop with human gore- 520 

As when two ſcales are charg'd with doubtful loads, 
From ſide to fide the trembling: balance nods, 
(While ſome Jaberious-matron,..juſt and poor, 
With nice exactneſs weighs her woolly ſtore) : 
Fill, pois'd aloft, - the reſting beam ſuſpends 525 
Each equal weight; nor- this, nor that, deſcends: 
So ſtood the war, till Heftor's matchleſs might 
With Fates prevailing, turn'd the ſcale of fight. - 
Fierce as a whirlwind up the walls he flies,” 
And fires his hoſt with loud repeated cries. 530 
Advance, ye Trojans ! lend your valiant hands, 
Haſte to the fleet, and toſs the blazing brands 

They 
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They hear, they run; and gathering at his call, 
Raiſe ſcaling engines, and aſcend the wall; 


Around &he works a wood of glittering.ſpears 338 
Shoots up, and all the riſing hoſt appears. 

A ponderous ſtone bold Hector heay'd to throw, 
Pointed above, and rough and groſs below: 

Not two ſtrong men th* enormous weight could raiſe, 
Such men as live in theſe degenerate days. 340 
Vet this, as eaſy as a ſwain could bear 

The ſnowy fleece, he toſs'd, and ſhook in air: 

For Jove upheld, and lighten'd of its load 

Th' unwieldy rock, the labour of a God. 

Thus arm'd, before the folded gates he came, 545 
Of maſſy ſubſtance, and ſtupendous frame; 
With iron bars and brazen hinges ſtrong, 

On lofty beams of ſolid timber hung: 

Then, thundering through the planks with forceful * 
Drives the ſharp rock; the ſolid beams give way, 
The folds are ſhatter d; from the crackling door 
Leap the reſounding bars, the flying hinges roar, 
Now ruſhing in, the furious chief appears, 

Gloomy as night! and ſhakes to ſhining ſpears: 


A dreadful gleam from his bright armour came, 555 


And from his eye-balls flaſh'd the living flame. 
He moves a God, reſiſtleſs in his courſe, 

And ſeems a match for more than mortal force, 
Then pouring after, through the gaping ſpace, 


A. tide of Trojans flows, and-fills the place 860 


The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they fly; 
The ſhore 1s heap'd with death, and tumult rends the ſky. 
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